15 MUSTBEAL DOWNLOADS 





REVEALS THE 
FUNNIEST 
WORD IN THE 
WORLD 


OUR LIVES 

WOULD SUCK / mag | | 
WITHOUT “ J Ne Mi XS EA ee 
HER SATA Men ot SS 


= 

_j 
a RF. 
tl 

! 

<a 


— DIVA 
ae” SHOWDOWN 


ae 
wt? 


HOTTIES 
BAT TLEIT 
OUT FOR 


OF SPRING 
BREAK 


| | | | 
0 "7 1658"03911 I 




















i 
v; 


' 


EBODYS SECHE 





EVERYBODY IS SOI 














uct of Russia, 40% Alc/Vol (80 Proof). Distilled from grain. Exclusive U.S. importer, William Grant & Sons, Ng 











kswiss.com/kspace Evan Ross 





WOOD SUOAD 


we are one 








wi 2UO ¥O BOYNNOdIOT) SHSUROT Wapy UO BOOS 


available at macy's 


for all for ever 


T-SHIRT: MONROE; JACKET: ALICE MACCALL: JEANS AND JEWELRY: STYLISTS OWN, 











—s: e 
| al 4 
+ 
/ ms 
1 
, 1 


APRIL 2009 





“ICRAVE TO BE SOINLOVE WITH 
SOMEONE THAT WE CAN 
BE ARGUING ONE MINUTE AND 
MAKING LOVE THE NEXT” 


PHOTOGRAPH BY SHERYL NIELDS 


42 KELLY CLARKSON 

In 2007, she had to fight 
fo put out her angsty 
breakup record. Her 
poppy new albumiuisnt 
so risky—but that 
doesn't mean the Idol 
champ has given 

up her taste for drama. 


48 WE GOT GAME: 
JASON MRAZ 

Blender challenges 
the SoCal singer- 
songwriter to a day of 
surfing and Scrabble. 
One of us rides a wave 
while hula-hooping! 
(Hint: It's not Blender.) 


52 DHANI HARRISON 
Can the 30-year-old 
rocker—who bears 

an eerie resemblance 
to his late dad, 
George—avoid the 
career woes that 

have beset other 
Beatle kids? 





REGULARS a 
8 BLENDER BIBLE 
14 LETTERS 


17 BURNER Which songstress 
will rule spring break '097 
19 ALMOST FAMOUS: IDA MARIA 


Norway's hottest export since 
smoked salmon 


21 USEFUL TIPS: DAN DEACON 
The electro-dork explains how 
to throw a raging house party. 


24 ASK BLENDER The sad 
history of onstage deaths 


26 GREATEST SONGS EVER: 
“TIME AFTER TIME” How party 
girl Cyndi Lauper wrote 

her enduring breakup ballad 
28 DEAR SUPERSTAR: GEDDY 


LEE Rush's singer-bassist 
answers your nerdy questions. 


32 COLLECT CALL FROM ... 
LADY GAGA 168 hours 
with the platinum-blond 
dance-floor queen 





36 R.I.2 RON ASHETON & 

The quitarist for punk pioneers 
the Stooges was found dead 

at his home in January at age 
60. A look back at his odd, 
troubled life—and his final days 


40 STATION TO STATION 

The new documentary 
Copyright Criminals exposes the 
paradoxes of the sampling era. 


72 WHO DOES AMY POEHLER 
THINK SHE IS? The SNL alum/ 
Parks and Recreation star on 
“trendy” sex and vestigial tails 


THE GUIDE 


57 NEW RELEASES U?, Kelly 
Clarkson, Chris Cornell, 

Dan Deacon, the Decemberists, 
Keri Hilson, Mastodon, Pete 
Doherty and more 


64 REISSUES Pearl Jam, 
Atmosphere, Ray Charles, 
Buddy Holly, Annie Lennox and 
Nick Lowe 


66 MOVIES Adventureland 
and Tyson, plus film's greatest 
mall scenes 


68 GAMES Grand Theft Auto |. 
The Lost and Damned, plus 
Metallica talk Guitar Hero 
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APRIL2009LUNTENTS 


ARTIST INDEX 


Where to find your 
favorite performers in this 
month's Blender 


BENNINGTON, CHESTER 23 
DEACON, DAN (and his 
Revenge of the Nerds 
mentality) 27, 59 
HARRISON, DHANI 52 
LADY GAGA 75, 32 
LAUPER, CYNDI 25 

LEE, GEDDY 24 
METALLICA (don 
spandex body suits for 
Guitar Hero) 69 

PEARL JAM 64 

SPEARS, BRITNEY 7 
STOOGES, THE 26 

Z2PAC 24 

U2 (steal a piano hook— 
from Journey!?) & 57 
WATERS, MUDDY 6." 











ONTHECOVER 

KELLY CLARKSON 
PHOTOGRAPH BY 

SHERYL NIELOS, Styling 

by Jewels Steger for Magnel LA 
T-Shirt by Monrce. 


O4N DEACON: CAROLL TAVERAS: LADY GAGA; LIZ JOHNSON-ARTUR; RON ASHETON: TOM COPI/MICHAEL OCHS AROHIVES/GETTY IMAGES. 
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THE HOLY COMMANDMENTS OF POP CULTURE 


8 © The Juan take on a classic 
i MacLean Troggs garage jam. 
“The Simple Life” TVOTRoggs! 
| DFA 
: Get your cream 15 6 Feist and Ben 
« blazer, grow Wi Gibbard 
fy your porn 'stache “Train Song” 
- , and crank this 44D 
; + ; Moroder homage. Astrummy, whispery 


ghost story of atune 
S OKelly Clarkson from two of indie 
MM “| Do Not Hook Up” rock's cuddliest 
19/RCA bookworms. 
Katy Perry cowrote 
this—about prude 16C Little Boots 


atte yy spre 


pride—and it MM Meddle” 

boasts one helluva Elektra 

pop-rock chorus. The moral of this 

U.K. princess’ 

100 Peter Bjorn discoed-out booty- 
Band John shaker: Mind your 

“Just the Past” own beeswax. 

Almost Gold 


Agently galloping 170 Golden Bear 





lovesongabouta Mil“Altthe Stars” 3 

babe who couldn't C-Side a 

care less about you. A fuzzy-riffed S 

| : sing-along about = 
l Yea h Yea h 110 Asobi Seksu nostalgia, death = 
Ca hs 2 O These Are 5 © Junior Boys Mi ‘Me & Mary” and observational 
“Faro” Hi Powers Ml “Parallel Lines” Polyvinyl astronomy from an m7 
“Life of Birds” Domino Ethereal dream rock Austin indie crew. < 

INTERSCOPE Dead Oceans Kraftwerk-adoring with a fat bop—some- = Ki z 
| i 41 While electronic Canuck duo one's been listening ings of Leon & 
>leek and Sanat) It's drums stutter, the breathes and sighs to the Smiths! HB “Use Somebody” ¢ 
their most polished moaning mama and laptop-fiddles RCA ti 
song—and still atthe miclusts after its pain away. 120U2 Nashville's band a 
the scuzziest thing a “neon lightning Hl ‘Moment of of bros serve upa 5 
you'll hear all month. rod.” Yay,artschool! 6 © Theophilus Surrender” rousing Love rawker. = 
Hi London Interscope 3 

3 © Lil Wayne feat. “Cold Pillow” A hypnotically 19 © White Lies = 

M8 Pharrell [online] rattlinghymnfrom Mill “To Lose My Life" 2 

“Yes” He looks like Mars Bono and the boys. Geffen z 

[online] Blackmon in the These gloomtastic ca 

Defying all laws of Ramones,andhe 130 Bat for Lashes London lads’ pickup = 

physics, Lil Wayne makes wonderful, Mil“Daniet” line? “Let's go home fe 

isin his 987th lo-fi electro-R&B. Astralwerks together and die z 

consecutive day U.K.’s Natasha Khan at the same time.” <= 

of being on fire. 7 © Florence and is back with more be 

El the Machine spooky fairy pop. 200 Mastodon - 

4 © Black Lips “Kiss With a Fist” MS “The Last Baron" i 

MM “Short Fuse" lamsound 140 Dave Sitek Warner Bros. = 

Vice Britain's newest MS “With a Girl Metal gods stitch a 

About being next big thing Like You” together Yes, z 

a violent badass makes mutual 44D Slayer, Magic cards = 

who still knows his domestic From the TV on the and, around the 5 

way around an abuse sound Radio knob twid- eight-minute mark, o 

acoustic guitar. improbably sexy. dler, a blissed-out straight-up boogie. =) 
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DETROIT 


Headed to the Motor City for the NCAA 
Final Four this year? Let the Cool Kids’ 
Chuck Inglish and the Von Bondies'’ 


| Sean 
) er SUT. 


BOOT; DAVIES + STARR; CLARKSON: TAMMIE ARROYO/AP PHOTO. 








1 BESTWOODWORK 
Mi (AND BBO) 

SLOWS BAR BO 
2138 Michigan Ave. 
“One of the owners 
is more carpenter 
than pit master,” 
says Stollsteimer, 
referring to the 
beautifully recycled 
wood. But the ribs 
are top-notch and 
the bourbon listis 
Tolstoy-long. 


2 BESTCHEAP 
MB KICKS 

MR. ALAN'S 
9638 Joseph 
Campau St. 
The Disn’t known 
as a sneaker mecca, 
but Mr. Alan's 
boasts selection and 
affordability. “lused 4 
to wake up early 
and wait in line for 
Jordans there,” says 
Inglish. “Everyone 
knows their ‘1 for 
29, 2 for 50’ deal,” 
Stollsteimer adds. 


3 HOTTEST VENUE 

MB ST. ANDREW'S HALL 
431 East Congress St. 
This spot (with its 
hard-nose patrons) 
was the setting of 
the battle scenes 
in 8 Mile. The club, 
which has hosted 


Jason Stollsteimer give you a guided tour 


everyone from 
Nirvana to D172, is 
a landmark. 


BEST POST- 
APOCALYPTIC 
NATURE WALK 
BELLE ISLE PARK 
Situated in the 
middle of the Detroit 
River, Belle Isle 
“is like the beach, 
but way more 
hood,” says Inglish. 
Stollsteimer 
recommends 
walking through 
“the creepy, 
abandoned cages” 
of the old zoo, 
currently being 
transformed into 


WEAR THIS 











ILLUSTRATION BY CELYN 





Sebago 
Lighthouse Boot 
Indie kids have been 
kicking around in 
boat shoes, that 
preppy standard, for 
a while. Now old- 
school dock outfit- 






a nature preserve: 
“It’s like ascene 
from Lost.” 


S BESTCROSS- 
HB BORDER 


BOOZING 
VW/INDSOR, ONTARIO 
Dust off your 
passport! Canadian 
bars (and lax alcohol 
laws) are justa five- 
minute drive from 
downtown, along 
with a trove of cheap 
Canuck drugs, both 
prescription and 
non. “If you’re 
young, it’s the 

only place to hang 
out,” Inglish says. 
JON COPLON 


ters Sebago have 
made the style even 
more rock-friendly 
with this high-topped 
moccasin, featuring 
hand-sewn construc- 
tion. Bonus: It’s 
subtly distressed, 

so you can Look like 
you've actually been 
within a five-mile 
radius of a lighthouse 
in your lifetime. 

At sebago.com. 
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Live on 
Blender.com 
—now! 










Kelly Clarkson 
Blender’s love for 

‘e / K-Clark cannot be 
contained! Enjoy 
pics and quotes 
from our 

time with 

the O.G. Idol. 


Geddy Lee 

This month, Rush's 
banshee-in-chief 
fields all your “Tom 
Sawyer” questions. 
Check out audio clips 
and too-progay- 
for-print outtakes. 


Marky Ramone 
The legendary 
drummer gives us 
an earful about... 
fashion. The only 
thing he hates more 
than baggy jeans— 
baggy jeans with 
underwear showing! 














Effortlessly efficient. 
Vibe 1.8L w/manual transmission 








V-RATED. 


Not quite X, but a long way from G-rated. One of four Pontiacs with 32 or more 
EPA-est. hwy mpg, Vibe is a junk in the trunk lover’s dream. Almost 50 cu. ft. of 
cargo space a standard household outlet, fold-fiat seats and MP3 jack. Perfect for 
any V, be it vice, virtue, or the vast open road. The trip starts at pontiac.com. 
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“Cargo and load capacity limited by weight and distribution. ©2009 GM Corp. All rights reserved. Pontiac® Pontiac logo® Vibe* 
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We've Got 


Because sharing is caring 


Fall Out Boys initial reaction to our February 
cover piece onthem? Not so good. singer 
Patrick stump complained that the story took 
Pete Wentz ‘from the heights of superstargom 
to the depths of narcissism... atthe cost of 
fact.” (Blender stands by its reporting,} A fan 
uproar ensued, but by week's end, peace and 
love had been reestablished. ‘Bring the drama 
cown, maybe from 10 to negative 16, blogged 
uitarist Joe Tronman. “There's an entertaining, 
interesting story out there, Enjoy it. 


THNKS FR THE LTTR, EVEN THOUGH 

IT WASN'T SO GREAT 

Your cover story on Fall Out Boy almost 
gave half a generation heart attacks by 


exaggerating band “breakups” and tantrums. 


| will never buy your trashy magazine again. 
Blender, you fail at life! 


FOR PETE'S SAKE 

I've been a fan of Fall Out Boy forever and 
have defended Pete Wentz against his 
critics. But after reading your article—partic- 
ularly the part about Patrick Stump’s 
being awkwardly silent as Pete and John 
Mayer chat, and the part where guitarist 
Joe Trohman talks about feeling left out of 
the band—makes me see Pete inanew 
light. He has become so Hollywood and 
narcissistic, leaving the concept of emo 
music—as well as his bandmates—behind. 
Pete, you really are a douche. 


WAYNE COYNE THe por star 
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RE-PETE 

| was disappointed with your Fall Out Boy piece, 
as it was yet another article focused on the 
bassist. | get that Wentz is the crazy, out-there 
dude in the band. But the bit of the article about 
their awesome drummer, Andy Hurley, was 
great. I'd love to read an article just about him. 


NORTHERN AGGRESSION 

As a Canadian, | was upset by your “Awesome 
Songs by Canadians” List (“The 1,001 Greatest 
Songs to Download Right Now,” December/ 
January). | mean, “Informer” by Snow? “Still 
the One" by Shania Twain? Have you never 
heard of Bedouin Soundclash, Sam Roberts, 
Alexisonfire, Kardinal Offishall, Death From 
Above 1979 or Billy Talent? 


f 17 
i i 


FOR GOO'S SAKE, CAN'T YOU CANADIANS 
JUST BE HAPPY WITH YOUR DELICIOUS BACON 
AND CHEAP PRESCRIPTION ORUGS? 


Send us a 

photo and tell us 
which music ME! 
celebrity your 
pooch resembles. 

If we print it, 

you ll win the 
Hercules OJ 
Control Steel 
professional 

DJ digital audio 


console. 








MORE CANUCKS 

| enjoyed David Peisner’s article on Leonard 
Cohen's “Hallelujah” (Greatest Songs Ever, 
February) and all those who have covered it 
over the years. But Peisner left out the best 
cover version of all: k.d. lang’s elegiac take, 
which appears on her album Hymns of the 49th 
Parallel. Her version is a masterpiece. 


SLAUGHTER OF THE INNOCENT 

Including Mark Slaughter in an article called 
“The Great Sleaze-Metal Migration” (Burner, 
November) must have been a mistake. Mark 
and sleaze have nothing in common. You 
must have meant to do a full-page article on 
his musical talent, selfless giving, witty 
personality and love for his fans... right? 


YES, SOMETHING MUST HAVE GONE COM- 
PLETELY AWRY DURING THE EDITING 
PRULCESS,. BLENUER REGRETS TRE ERRUR 


LISTEN UP 
BLENDER READERS: 

We want to hear from you! 
So write and tell us how you 
really feel. 


SEND ALL 
CORRESPONDENCE TO: 
yourecentsEblender.com, 
or Blender, 

1040 Sixth Avenue, 

15th Floor 

New York, NY T0018. 


SPREAD: DAVIES + STARR; COVNE: |. MITHELLE MARTIN-COYNE 
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FLAVORED VODKA 
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FLALLEN YOUR OPPONENTS 
~ USING CHE Wii REMOLE 
AND NUNCHUR. 


Cartoon Violence 
Mild Suggestive Themes]} 


PVERLAST 
Tobacco Reference EM 
= Ae GAMES & MEDIA 


THIS IS A WORK OF PARODY, AND, UNLESS OTHERWISE STATED NO CELEBRITIES HAVE b ie THIS PRODUCT. 
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Games & Media Private Equity Fund. Ready 2 Rumble®, Ready to Rumble® and Ready to Rumble Revolution™ and variations thereo!, used under license from the Buffer Partnership, This is a work of parody. and, unless otherwise stated no celebrities hava 
endorsed this product. Atari and the Atari logo are trademarks owned by Aten Interactive, Inc, All othar trademarks are the property of their respective owners. 
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BURNER 





MARCH MADNESS 


SPLASH-DOWN! 
What's the perfect track for long, hot nights of 


Jell-O shots and twerking? Poolside party veteran 
Dj AM helps rate sprine’s single ladies 







“GIRLS ON THE BEACH ARE ALL WITHIN REACH.” 


ROUND 1 


ROUND 2 


ROUND 3 


QUEEN OF SPRING 
BREAK '09! 









BRITNEY SPEARS 
“If U Seek Amy" 


Stomping synth 
beats, a chorus that's 
half come-on and half 
pizza commercial, and 

a cheesecloth-thin double 
entendre make for a near- 
perfect call to action 
for college kids on a foam- 
flooded dance floor. 





LADY SOVEREIGN 
“So Human” 


Fresh from her Def 
Jam divorce, the newly 
made-over rap elf comes 
back with a Cure-cover- 
and-Cockney cocktail. 
Every mix tape needs a 
hangover song, and this 
is Sov's version ofa 
Bloody Mary. 
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KELLY CLARKSON 


1Do Not Hook Up y 
Finding girl power in 
the raw center of the 
world's biggest “ONCE AGAIN 
sausagefest can bea tall BRITNEY MADE A SONG 
order, but Kelly's here ta FOR HER WANNABE- 


lead the way. If there 
were ever a track to 


DIVA-IN-TRAINING 
FAN BASE, ONLY THIS 








inspire an all-gal bikini- TIME, SHE GOT 
Clad mosh pit, this is it. EXTRA FREAKY!" 
“IF YOU WERE 
FEELIN’ THE NELLY 
ob FURTADO/TIMBALAND 
COLLABORATIONS, 
THIS GAGA'S FOR YOU." 
LILY ALLEN ni ; 
‘ eae LILY GOES SUPER 
prerone SANE POP ON THIS TRACK, 
Lily may have traded WHICH SOUNDS 
her rock-steady feel for LIKE ONE HELL 
electric piano, break OF A CHICK ANTHEM 
beats and burglar-alarm TO ME, 


sounds, but like her 
vacationing audience, 


she's probably topless "LOOK OUT, CABO! | 
on a beach or boat CAN HEAR THIS BEING 
right now. ON THE SOUNDTRACK 
FOR MANY A 
SORORITY P| PARTY.” 





Porta, 


KER] HILSON 


If Hilson's Hotlanta sauce 
doesn't spice Up spring flings, 
Wayne's rhyming of pussono, 

piranho and vogino will. 


\) 


















LADY GAGA 
“Poker Face” 


When Queens, New York, 
chick Lady Gaga sings, 
“I'll get him hot; her 

CIARA accent makes it sound 
“High Price” like “Nil get him hard." It's 
a thinly veiled as the 
song's pun-tastic title. 


On this single fram 
Get it? Poke ‘er face?! 


the much-delayed 


Fontosy Ride, Ciara brings 


the air-raid vocals and 
Ludacris brings the 
sWagger-packed flow. 
Together they're the 
Peaches and Herb of the 
Carlos 'N Charlie's set. 





KERI HILSON 
“Turnin Me On" 


Timbaland's protégée 
grinds out a dirty dance 
track (complete with a Lil 
Wayne verse) that 
defines the rules of carnal 
engagement but flashes 
a glimpse of the prize for 
good behavior. 


a 


KAT DELUNA 
“Unstoppable” 


The Dominican diva, 
Akon's amiga, proves no 
lyrical luau is complete 
without at least one visit 
from Weezy. And so 
what if 90 percent of the 
sone is the same four lines 
over and over? Didn't hurt 


“My Humps.” 













WINNER! 


Freon a ee | 
FRI _* 
i Pe a IL A i 


“DEFINITELY MY FAVORITE. KERI RODE 
THIS BEAT THE RIGHT WAY. WHAT 00 YOU THINK 
WEEZY MEANT BY ‘| HOPE YOUR 
PIRANHA BITE?’ THIS TRACK IS BANGIN’” 


JEFF VESPA/ WIREIMAGE: DJ AM: STEVE GRANITZ/WIREIMAGE: CIARA: FRANK MICELOTTA/GETTY IMAGES; LADY GAGA: DAVE M. BENETT/CETTY IMAGES; HILSON: BEN ROSE/ 
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WIREIMAGE: DELUNA: JOHN SHEARER/ WIREIMAGE: HILSON: FRANK MICELOTTA/GETTY IMAGES; ALLEN: HAROLD CUNNINGHAM/WIREIMAGE: LADY SOVEREIGN: RICK DIAMOND/ WIREIMAGE, 


AP PHOTO. THIS PAGE, SPEARS: EDWARD HIRST/REX FEATURES; CLARKSON: 


STYLING: FRANCES TULK-HART FOR SEE MANAGEMENT: MAKEUP: SOUHI/DE FACTO FOR MAC PRO; HAIR: JOEL GUNDERSON; CLOTHING: T-SHIAT: WHAT COES AROUND COMES AROUND: GLOVES: KSUBI CUFF: ALESIS BITTAR:; ILLUSTRATIONS: KNICKERBOCKER DESIGN 
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OUT NOW 


Fortress Round My Heart 
(ui pper 11/Fonianal 


SCANDINAVIAN GIRL PROMOTES NUDITY WITH SNARLING POP BY ELIZABETH GOODMS 


The first thing that sticks out about Norwegian 
yowlLer Ida Maria Borli Sivertsenis her bottom lip— 
beneath it, she has wedged a soggy dip of Swedish 
smokeless tobacco. The second is less obvious, a 
neurological condition called synesthesia that 
causes herto see colors and shapes whenever she 
hears music. “It's like falling ina big potof LSD 
when you're a toddler” she says. And it means that 
a typical direction to her bandmates also sounds like 
this: “Play pink, play black; here it’s supposed to 
be these dots inthe middle,” she says. 

Sivertsen, 24, grew up in Nesna, Norway, 
(population 1,900) and left town as soon as she 
could. “If you farted, the town priest would tell the 


PHOTOGRAPH BY KEIRON O'CONNOR 


people in church, she says. At 16, she moved to 
Uppsala, Sweden, and studied classical composition 
at college, but instead of penning choir pieces, she 
formed Ida Maria, dropped out and recorded “Oh My 
God” and “| Like You So Much Better When You're 
Naked,” two deranged, sexy singles that made the 
band a Top 40 sensation in the U.K. in 2008. 

Her bitter snarl gives the album a primitive punk 
feel, but Sivertsen balances her acidic voice with her 
crimson-lipped party-girl persona and polished 
pop-song structures. “You choose between life and 
death, light and dark,” she says, tobacco firmlyin 
place. “And | choose everything that's shiny, bright, 
sparkling, sunshine.” 


ALS 0 ee | 
A four-pack of 

acts that should 

be making 
exceedingly rapid 


blips on your radar 


GRUNGE 

FAMOUS 

VIOLENT SOHO 

We Don't Belong Here 
[Universal Motown] 

The four Queensland 
Aussies do loud-quiet- 
loud like the Pixies, look 
like youne Soundgarden 
and earn triple bonus 
grunge points forthe 
sone title “Jesus Stole 
My Girlfriend.” 





@ 
we 


CAGE THE ELEPHANT 
Coge the Elephant 


[Relentless, LLK.] 

The young, rowdy 
Kentucky quintet 
cracked the U.K. Top 40 
by sneaking alittle 38 
Special into indie-punk 
rock sets. G'hed, shout, 
“Free Bird! bitch. 


BROOKLYN 
FAMOUS 

HERE WE GO MAGIC 
Here We Go Magic 
[\testenn Vinyl] 

Luke Temple—a Grey's 
Anatomy featured 
folkster—howls like 
Thom Yorke while his 
band plays with effects 
pedals. “Fangala”™ 

is the stuff spring mix 
tapes are made of. 





NEO-SOUL 
FAMOUS 

THE REVELATIONS 
FEATURING TRE’ 


WILLIAMS 

Deep Soul 

[Decision Traffic Entertainment] 
Sextet with ties to 
Kanye, Erykah Badu and 
Dr. Dre merees Southern 
grit with sweet backine 
vocals, making a 
Brooklyn studio sound 
like Muscle Shoals. 
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WAR CHILD PRESENTS HEROES 
An album to benefit children affected by 
war. Sixteen musical legends select 
sixteen of today’s biggest names to cover 
their classic songs. 

warchildheroes.com 





2009 VAULT® CMA MUSIC 
FESTIVAL SWEEPSTAKES 


Get up close and personal with country’s top 
stars and be able to tell the world about it. 


Visit blender.com\drinkvault 
Viral Code: 1O08TO943 79 


NO PURCHASE NECESSARY. OPEN TO MY COKE REWARDS MEMBERS 15 
AND OLDER WHO ARE LEGAL RESIDENTS OF 50 UNITED STATES AND 
DISTRCIT OF COLUMBLA VOID WHERE PROHIBITED. Sweepstakes ands 
04/20/2009. My Coke Rewards loyalty program open to legal residents 
of the 50 US (2DC) 13 and older. For Official Rules, to enter with or without 
vital code, prize descriptions, odds disclosure, and how to become a 

Coke Rewards Member, visit www.mycokerewards.com 








ADVERTISEMENT 


BLENDER BUYS 


KEYBOARD FOR BLONDES 

Avery important and glamorous thing to 

| have. The only keyboard on the market that 
talks to you. Equipped with downloadable 

| software. Fully functional keyboard with 

100+ unique sounds and words. PC/Mac. 

As featured on Fox National News. $49.95. 

20% off with code BLEND. 

561.237.5337 * KeyboardForBlondes.com 





“SCIENTISTS HAVE CREATED A 
TRUST POTION.” - or. Joyce BROTHERS 
New studies show that the human hormone 
Oxytocin - Fuels intimacy, reduces stress in 
social situations and compels others to trust 
you! Money back guarantee. FREE Shipping 
with Code: BL409 

800.507.3718 © LiquidTrustSpray.com 
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HAIRMAX ACTUALLY WORKS! 
Clinically Proven to promote hair growth, 
HairMax LaserComb® is using the science 
of Photo-BioStimulation to energize hair 
follicles. First visible results in as little as 

16 weeks. Over 90% user satisfaction. 
800.9REGROW (734769) * HairMax.com 








BIGGER IS BETTER 

About $20.00. Call for free offer 866-530- 
6523. Money Back Guarantee Available at 
Rite Aid, Kroger and Discount Stores 
LibidoBoosterStore.com 





Make you 5 inches taller 


GET 5 INCHES TALLER INSTANTLY 
Our shoes can make you 5” inches taller 
instantly. Hidden heel inside, look normal 
outside. 100+ styles, from $59.99. 
888.220.6808 © increasingShoes.com 
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MUCH, MUCH COOLER BIG 
AND TALL CLOTHES 

You're big or tall. You have indie fashion 
sense. You're no longer screwed. Made in 
downtown L.A., under special arrangement 
by American Apparel. 
GolossalClothing.com 
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OUT NOW 


Aromst 
Canpark Records 


HOW TO TURN YOUR HOUSE INTO ACLUB 


DIGITAL-DANCE-PARTY SWAMI! DAN DEACON sig GUIDANCE ON THROWING A RAGER 


RIGHT UNDER THE MAN'S NOSE « BY ELIZA 


1 

“Get your furniture out, or people 
will get hurt. One show, this girl cut 
herarm really bad on something. 
Blood got all over everyone and 
everything. | was freaking out, but 
the keyboard looked so awesome 
covered in blood, | letit sit there 
for awhile” 


PHOTOGRAPH BY CAROLL TAVERAS 
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2. 2 

“The dickhead neighbor has the 
law on his side. Make him happy 

by keeping your party quiet. Cover 
all the windows with mattresses 
or cushions, and give people 
somewhere to hang out in between 
bands so they don’t stand on 

the lawn drinking and smoking.” 


3. 


“Beercan be atool—oraproblem. 
You want the show to be a radical 
performance—nota wasted DJ 
event. In other words, you need 
a hammer to get those nails in, 
but if the hammer's too heavy, 
you can't hit the nails in straight.” 


4, 

“It's all about the Revenge of 

the Nerds mentality: lf everyone's 
willing to let loose and embarrass 
themselves, no one really gets 
embarrassed at all. /f he's doing 
it, what does it really matter if | 
do, too? Plus, it's hard to imagine 
you'll Look as dorky as | do.” 
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“'CAUSE HE'S A DEDICATED FOLLOWER OF FASHION.” 
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LIFE AFTER ROCK 
THE FORMER BASSIST FOR HORROR-OBSESSIVES WHITE ZOMBIE DESIGNS 
BOLDLY COLORED SCARVES FOR HIGH-END DEPARTMENT STORES 


>> 


“Rob Zombie and I metin'35 at 
Parsons School of Design in New 
York. We started dating and formed 
White Zombie right away, We had no 
money, but we made our shows really 
visual—we used homemade pyro, 
which burned off a few eyelashes. 
We eventually signed to Geffen, but 
itwasn Luntl Beavis and Butt-Head 
played our Thunder Kiss '65' video 
that we really broke, After that, itwas 
insane—playing Rock in Rio for 
300,000 people, hanging out with 
Chris Farley and Adam Sandler 

on the set of Airheads, going tothe 
Grammys. But Rob and | split around 
1992, and he took to traveling in 

nis own tour bus, and White Zombie IN 2005 AS A HOBBY. 


essentially broke up in 1996." 15 YOUR RAWKING FAITHFUL? 

> “| MEMORIZED SOME TOM ARAYA 
> QUOTES FROM ALIVE DVD, AND 
SOMETIMES! LIKE TO POUR BLOOD 
ON MYSELF DURING ‘RAINING 
BLOOD” SAYS FILIPONE, 34. BUTIT'S 
NOT AN EXACT RE-CREATION: “IN 
TRUE TRIBUTE FASHION, THE BASS 
PLAYER SHOULD BE SINGING, BUT 
1 DON'T KNOW HOW TO PLAY BASS.” 
THE BAND ALSO TRADES THE 
SECOND GUITAR FOR KEYBOARD. 
IF SLAYER EVER MET SLAYWHORE, 
WOULD THE TWO OF YOU SUMMON 
SATAN ANO FEED ON THE FLESH 
OF THE LIVING? 
PROBABLY NOT BUT A MEETING 
IS INEVITABLE, SAYS FILIPONE. 
“WE KNOW PEOPLE IN COMMON. 
SLAYWHORE WOULD PROBABLY BUY 
SLAYER SHOTS OF JAGERMEISTER, 
ANDO WE'D ALL BRO DOWN." 
JON COPLON 


NAHL 


SLAYWHORE 


New Yorkers inject estrogen 
into Slayer's back catalogue 


YOU PLAY SLAYER COVERS. HOW 
GIRLY CAN YOU MAKE SLAYER? 

“WE USED TO WEAR DRESSES, 

BUT NOW WE JUST WEAR JEANS AND 
T-SHIRTS” SAYS VOCALIST JOANNE 
FILIPONE, A NEW YORK TALENT 
BOOKER WHO STARTED THE GROUP 
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“In '96, | moved to New Orleans 
and met my future husband, Chris 
Lee, who's in Supagroup. In 2002, 
we opened arock & roll dive bar 
called The Saint that we recently 
sold. I still play music, in Rock City 
Morgue, and am working ona book 
of White Zombie photos and tour 
diaries called I'm /N the Band. 
After Katrina, | started making 
scarves out of my drawings, which 
are loud, obnoxious, colorful 
abstract patterns. | just gotthem 
into Henri Bendel on Fifth Avenue in 
New York. It’s not what you'd expect. 
My husband keeps saying, ‘Why 
can't you just draw some skulls 

or daggers and get a deal with 

Hot Topic?’” AS TOLD To MARK YARM 
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GOTT ov ( FILESILLEGALLY SHARED WORLDWIDE |N 2008, ACCORDING TO|NDUSTRY WATCHDOGS_) 
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YSEULT (THEN): FRANK FORCING/LONOON FEATURES; YSEULT (INOW: MELISSA HOM; SLAYWHORE: COURTESY WWWIMYSPACE, COM/SLAN WHORE, 


DOHERTY: SAMIR HUSSEIN WIREIMAGE: DANGELO: LUIZ C. RIBEIRO WIREIMAGE, 
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ALL ABOUT 
MY ALBUM 


Producer: 

Howard Benson (My 
Chemical Romance, 
the All-American 
Rejects) 

Studio: 

Bay 7 Recordine 
Studios, L.A. 

Last Album: 

Linkin Park's 
Minutes to Midnight 
This Album: 

TBA 





‘DRUGS AND ADARKER PERIOD" 


LINKIN PARK'S CHESTER BENNINGTON RETURNS FROM DEPRESSION AND DIVORCE WITH A SOLO ALBUM 


The guy who shares vocal duties with Mike Shinoda in multi- 
platinum rap-rock outfit Linkin Park may not immediately seem 
like an overachiever. But what most people don't know is that 
for three years, Chester Bennington has been squirreling away his 
own material, written mostly during Linkin Park’s downtime 
in 2005. He's planning to release it in the fall under a band name 
that sums up his emotional roller-coaster ride: Dead By Sunrise. 
“We were suing Warner Brothers, which was not fun, and! 
was getting divorced. | kind of found myself re-experiencing a Lot 
of drugs, soit was a darker period,” he says while sitting inthe 
control room of the San Fernando Valley studio where he's holed 
up for six weeks with members of the band Orgy. 
You can hear that angst in “Let Down,” atrack that's all layered 
guitars and keyboard with a Def Leppard-like wall of vocal 


and O-Tipare 

confirmed; John 
Mayer and Prince, 

who's recording 


ALSOIN 

THE STUDIO 
Recently re-sculpted 
soul man D'Angelo 


is Lining up guests for three new albums of a Wisdom 
his as-yet-untitled his own, are both On Now 
third album—Cee.Lo supra ek On your During That’s What! 
se dada tare Gaaer's abadtrip §=—On Call Music 30” 
Se ahinounce P Celebrity —Bill Black, Samsula, Fla. 
their reunion at the Rehab 
Grammys and soundtrack 
iti Freein fh 
are writing a record April High zs = 
for summer, their Thee m= wi 
first since '03. es % ~ 
Arct tic Monkée eys BLENDER'S ro y | 
wrapped sessions LURNIG C3115 ih oe a cr ara 
H 7 OE ON tO GEnGErcom Tor ine Mex LOPE WESTION. LINE FeaGer Will Nave NS) ner 
ete Srl ep tt brilliant comment published in the magazine and win 
of Death Metal's DOHERTY'S NEW 
Josh Homme. MUSIC? For contest rules, see Blender.com 
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harmonies—it's endearing inits amateurishness. “Into You,” on 
the other hand, comes radio-ready, courtesy of producer Howard 
Benson (My Chemical Romance, the All-American Rejects). 
It's about meeting his new wife, Bennington says. “It was like l was 
being torn apart in alot of ways and doing better in other ways— 
it was areal juxtaposition of emotions,” he says of his time 
spent songwriting. 

He's also been shuttling between his own sessions and Linkin 
Park's nearby. (He estimates the band’s record will come out 
in spring 2010.) But naturally, there's been creative crossover: 
“Some stuff feels like it could go over to Linkin Park,” he says. 
“But there's a lot of variety on this record, and | think Linkin Park 
fans are ready to be hit with something they don't expect, but 
it still kicks ass enough for them to like it.” SHIRLEY HALPERIN 
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“THEY LOVE TO WATCH YOU OIE AND. YOU KNOW Why" 


BURNER 





ASK BLENDER 

| just read about 
an African singer 
who died during 

a show. What 
other musicians 
have died onstage? 


Anton Klein, Silver Spring, MD 


You're talking about Miriam 
Makeba, a South African 
singer who suffered a fatal 
heart attack during a benefit 
concert in Italy last Novem- 
ber. Her death was sad—and 
not unprecedented: Other 
victims of deadly onstage 





How does 2Pac keep 
coming out with 
new music? 

Leonard S. Abreu, 

San Diego 


The simple answer 
is: He recorded a Lot. 
Tupac Shakur was 
always one of rap’s 
most prolific MCs; 
according toa lawyer 


for Amaru Entertain- | 


ment, tne company 
owned by Shakur's 
mother, they still have 
approximately three 
dozen unreleased 
recordings, 20 of 
which they bought ata 
Death Row bankruptcy 
auction in January. 
All were recorded in 
1995 and 1996. 
Interscope Records 
also owns about 20 


heart attacks include Sireeaade tracns. 
Morphine singer Mark paid 

Sandman (Italy, 1999), the ares able Sn " 
Beat Farmers’ Country Dick hae bpain letting out 


Montana (British Columbia, 
1995), bluesman Johnny 
“Guitar” Watson (Japan, 
1996), underground rapper 
Jax (Atlanta, 2008) and 
falsetto ukulelist Tiny Tim 
(Minneapolis, 1996). Buta 
few deaths have been 
shockingly violent. Ex- 
Pantera guitarist Dimebag 
Darrell Abbott was murdered 
onstage by a deranged fanin 
2004, Poor Les Harvey, 


material alittle ata 
time, over the span 
of five “new” CDs— 
more than he put out 
while alive. And that 
doesn't even count 
the repackaged tracks, 
like Keyshia Cole's 
recent 'Pac-featuring 
hit “Playa Cardz 
Right,” which origi- 
nally appeared on 

a posthumous 2Pac 


ree , album from 2006. 
the guitarist for Scottish Or maybe he's not 
rock band Stone the Crows, really dead. 


was electrocuted by an 
ungrounded microphone 
in1972. Andin1954,a 
Memphis-blues singer 
named Johnny Ace started 
playing drunken Russian 
roulette during a break in 
his set. He Lost. 


How does digital remastering work? 
Karl Smart, Hila, Hl 











step 


Obey your 


re-fnaster! 





Tupac: “Crazy news about 
the economy—whoops!" 
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ASK BLENDER 
askblender@blender.com 
10440 Sixth Avenue, 15th 
Floor, New York, NY 10018. 


WIN Please include your first and 

ME! last name, your town and 
Check the original. “Most Digitize it. Next, software is Clean it up. Next, they'll | Printit. Once the artist has rs your state or province. Got 
of these old analog tapes used forthe analog-to-digi- useaneditingprogramtogo | given their approval, it's a question? We have the 
have last alot of life? says tal conversion, Says Wilder: through the tracks bit by bit, off ta the CO plant. “You're answer! If we print yours, 
Mark Wilder, senior master- “It's abalancing act between removing any tape hiss, bad | dealing with songs that you'll be entered to win 
ing engineer for Sony Music. preserving the artist's vision splices, cracks, etc. “We call | people have loved for years” Cobry’s TFOVDTTS1 diucal- 
"We make sure everything and making it sound better | this ‘fine-tooth-combine it.” | Wilder says. “My main jobis screen seven-inch tablet 
isin pitch and on key.” than ever before.” Wilder says. | tonot screw anything up” portable OVO playec. 
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Schecter 


guitar research 





JVC MSA 





For Tour Details And Ticket Information Visit: 
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Jagermeister Liqueur 35% Alc./Vol. Imported by Sidney Frank Importing Co., Inc. New Rochelle, NY 10801 JT101-09 





“STOP THE CLOCKS AND TURN YOUR WORLD AROUND." 


BURNER 


25 YEARS 
AGO 





Police Academy 
tops the 
box office. 


_ BAI rs 
Marvin Gaye is it. 
shot and killed DEAD 
by his father. 


= 


CYNDILAUPER 
“TIME AETER TIME” 





Kenny Loggins’ 
“Footloose” 
is the No. 1so0ne. 


Apple introduces 
its first portable 
computer, the lic, 


THE BREAKUP BALLAD TO END ALL BREAKUP BALLADS, COURTESY 


OF ACARROT-TOPPED PARTY GIRL BY DEN 


The wacky sidekick to Madonna's leading 
lady in the pantheon of '80s icons, Cyndi 
Lauper brought an eye-popping dose of 
punkish girl power and thrift-store bohemia 
to the early days of MTV. But as her debut 
album, She's So Unusual, neared completion 
in 1983, producer Rick Chertoff wanted to 
make sure the orange-haired New Yawker 
with a surprisingly powerful Betty Boop voice 
came off as more than just unusual. 

“| thought we needed one more piece to 
balance out the crazy Cyndi, the funny Cyndi," 
Chertoff recalls. Lauper, who had years of 
experience writing and performing with 


AiicC ) RA 
NISLIM 


starring Malcolm McDowell), sparked a 
melLodic riff that evolved into the chorus. “It 
was almost a reggae beat,” Hyman says. “It 
wasn't really a ballad.” As they went, the song 
grew moodier and more subdued. The result 
was a breakup ballad of the highest order, a 
stripped-down tearjerker suited equally for 
slow dances and bedroom mopes. 

Lauper used Hyman, who had just 
ended a long-term relationship, as 
research material. “| wrote down everything 
he talked about,” she said. “Suitcase of 
memories'—that was about Rob packing 
up and moving out.” Even some 








The AIDS virus 
is discovered (later 
named HIV). 
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The Georgetown 
Hoyas men's 
basketball team 
wins the NCAA 
championship. 


Lauper recalls. “| had to put it in the 
bathroom and close the door!" 

With only a few days to write and record, 
they kept things simple. “We had no demo,” 
Hyman says. “A Lot of it just went right to 
tape." The arrangement was spare: a few 
keyboard chords, lightly chiming guitars and 
quiet, clocklike percussion. Even Hyman's 
chorus backup harmonies, intended asa 
scratch track, stayed in. 

The second single from She's So Unusual 
(after “Girls Just Want to Have Fun.” which 
reached No. 2), “Time After Time" went to 
No. Tin the summer of 1984. Miles Davis 
covered it in 1985, turning it into an instant 
standard. In movies like Romy and Michele's 
High School Reunion and Napoleon Dynamite, 
it's a fail-safe nostalgia generator. Lauper 
herself spoofed it on David Letterman, 
rewriting it as a chronicle of lactose 
intolerance: “I can't drink cow's milk/| can't 
drink milk from a goat.” 

Lauper laughs when she recalls that, as 

an untested songwriter, she was 


various bands, insisted that she have a hand of the more poetic imagery VITAL almost denied the opportunity 
in that last song. Half the tracks on the album came from concrete objects STATISTICS to author “Time After Time.” 
were gender-tweaked, smartly revamped and events. One day, Chertoff se ea “There was resistance from 
covers ("Girls Just Want to Have Fun," “Money noticed his watch was running Album She's So Unusual the label,” she says. “I was 


Song Time After Time” 
Artist Cyndi Lauper 
Label Portrait 


Changes Everything”). “| thought, Let's create 
something from scratch,” Lauper tells Blender. 
She sat down at the piano with songwriter- 


backwards, which gave Lauper 
“the second hand unwinds.” 
The opening lines—“Lyin' in my 


writing about the deepness of a 
relationship. But somewhere in 
the back of my head, it was like 


Writers Lauper, xt : ‘ 
keyboardist Rob Hyman, starting with a bed | hear the clock tick and Rob nhieag | was writing this Italian 
handful of phrases she'd copied from an think of you"—was inspired by Producer Rick Chertoff curse: | hope this is a classic 
issue of TV Guide. One of them, “time after an old alarm clock a boyfriend Highest chart position and | hope you remember to 


time” (the title of a 1979 time-travel thriller had given her. “It was so Loud,” No.1 (June 9, 1984) give people a chance.” @ 
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DEAR SUPERSTAR 


GEDDY LEE 


RUSH FANS HAVE SOME URGENT QUESTIONS TO ASK THE SINGER AND 

BASSIST: WHAT'S UP WITH HIS WEIRD SINGING VOICE? IS HE PLANNING A CAREER 
AS ARAPPER? AND, GULP, WILL HE BEAT UP ABLENDER REPORTER? i 

BY ROB TANNENBAUM 


GEDDY LEE HASJUST 
returned home from 
rehab. Tomorrow, 
he'll go to rehab 
again. At55, Rush's 
singer and bassist 
is recovering slowly 
from surgery on 
his knee, which he 
injured playing 
tennis, and he needs 
daily rehabilitation, 
probably provided 
free of charge by 
Canada’s notorious! V 
charitable govern- 
ment health care. 
Rush are middle- 
aged gentlemen: Lee 
is a wine collector 
who often plays tennis 
at a Toronto club 
with guitarist Alex 
Lifeson (who is 
also part-owner of 
a golf course), and Lee 
recently saw a photo 
of Neil Peart that 
made it clear the 
drummer had put on 
some kingly pounds 
since the trio’s Snakes 
&5 Arrows tour ended 
last July. But oddly, 
35 years after their 
first album, this 
is Rush’s moment. 
They were always 
an easy punch line, 
because ofLee’s » 








Lee in 1978: “You know 
what they say about 

guys with big double-neck 
electric basses..." 
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Heavy medal: Lee and Rush inducted into the Order of Canada in 1997, 


high-pitched, scared-schoolgirl vocals, 
Peart’s epically endless drum solos, 
the band’s 20-minute science-fiction 
suites and their preeminent popularity 
among virgin males. More and 

more, cool culture has deemed Rush 
cool: Beastie Boys and Foo Fighters 
have declared their admiration, South 
Park gave a shout-out and the 

Mars Volta and Coheed and Cambria 
emulate Rush’s twisting hard-rock 
concertos. In July, they played live on 
The Colbert Report, and long before 
the band had a walk-on as the heroes 
of the recent J Love You, Man, they 
were saluted in the B-movie Orgazmo: 
“Geddy Lee. Best bass player ever.” _ 
Plenty of people believe that’s true, and 
not all of them ice-skate to work and 
eat doughnuts for dinner. 

Today’s high temperature in Toronto 
is -5 Celsius, and snow falls relent- 
lessly. As Lee’s teenage daughter heads 
out to rehearse for her high school’s 
production of Fiddler on the Roof, her 
dad limps around a well-appointed 
modern living room, passing a piano 
and a shelf of empty wine bottles 
with the kind of faded printing not 
found on Two Buck Chuck. Rush 
fans have submitted some very wacky 
questions for Lee to answer. “And 
you picked out the wackiest ones,” 
Geddy quickly realizes. 
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& How is it being the greatest 
musician of all time, playing inthe 
greatest band inthe history of man? 
STALEGUNDERSEN, TRONDHEIM, 
NORWAY 

What drugs are you taking, Stale? 
Sometimes I listen to my voice when I 
was really young and it makes me laugh, 
because I was so cartoony. It’s like 
looking at an old photograph: Holy fuck, 
what was Ithinking? You're supposed 
to be crappy when you make your first 
three or four records. But even in our 
middle period, we did this song called 
“Tai Shan,’ using a poem Neil wrote 
about climbing a mountain in China, 
and when I listen to that it’s like, Bzzt. 
Error. We should have known better. 


&® What about the voice of Geddy 
Lee? How did it get so high? 

CJ0135, SAN JOSE, CA 

That's a lyric from a Pavement song 
[“Stereo”]. I’ve always had a high 
voice—the one year I was in the 
school choir, I was a soprano. Rush 
was modeled around bands like Blue 
Cheer, the Who, Led Zeppelin and 
Humble Pie—they all had screeching 
vocalists. People always tell me they're 
shocked by my speaking voice. How 
weird is that? [In falsetto] What do 
you expect? I couldn’t talk like that 24 
hours a day. Only Mickey Mouse can. 





@&® You’re Canadian, and you're 
Jewish. What are the most Canadian 


things about you, and what are the 
most Jewish? 

GEFILTERUSH, OSHAWA, ONTARIO 
The two most Canadian things about 
me are my soft-spoken nature and my 
pale complexion. The two most Jewish 
things about me are my nose and my 
sense of humor. I’m kind of a Jewish 
atheist: I bathe in the racial beauty of 
Judaism, but I don’t really see what 
that has to do with a belief in God. The 
only time I pray is on the tennis court. 


&® | think | saw you in the Baltimore 
airport a year ago, but I'm not sure. 
How can! knowif it was really you? 
CHEESERS], BETHESDA, MD 

I look exactly like Geddy Lee. I get 
mistaken for Bono a lot—sorry about 
that, Bono. And Latino people always 
think I’m Ozzy Osbourne. I guess it’s 
the glasses and the hair. 


&® You rapped on thetitle song to 
1991's Roll the Bones. Onascale 

of Vanilla Ice to Lil Wayne, how would 
you rate yourself as arapper? 
SAMASUCK, MONMOUTH BEACH, NI 

I don’t know Lil Wayne at all. We 
didn’t think of it as rap—we thought 

of tt as comedy. We wanted to have 
John Cleese [of Monty Python] do that 
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part, but he wasn't available. Being the 
Jewish guy in the band, and therefore 
the funkiest guy in a band of white 
Canadians, I was the obvious choice. 


& In “Cygnus X-1 Book II,” is Cygnus 
really the force of balance between 
Apollo and Dionysus, oris Cygnus 
just secretly Dionysus in disguise? 
QUALLSMITH, SHEFFIELD, MA 

I can’t even remember. God, that was a 
long time ago. 


&® What do you say at the very end of 
“| Think I'm Going Bald”? It sounds 
like “Go to hell, John Cougar.” 
CHRIS.GLASS, RALEIGH, NC 

Again, I don't remember. But I 
guarantee you it’s not “Go to hell, John 
Cougar.” We wrote that as a piss take 
on KISS’s “Goin’ Blind.” That was our 
idiotic sense of humor. Our new motto 








Clockwise from top: Lee shills for Subway's Five 
Dollar Footlongs; Rush in their short-lived career as 
male models, 1989; the band progging out on The 
Colbert Report last July. 


is: “Less music, more comedy.’ We got 
mail about the Colbert appearance: 
Fans were outraged that he interrupted 
the guitar solo by running onstage 

and doing comedy. 


&® You were made an officer of 

the Order of Canadain the ’90s. To 
what does that entitle you? 
DDUBCLUB, WINDSOR, ONTARIO 
It’s like a good-citizenship award— 
they give you two medals, a big one 
and a little one. It entitles me to 
respect, which is why I wear it around 
the house. And in the bedroom at 
night. It’s important to get respect 
there, so I wear the big one. 


@&® Your parents are both Holocaust 
survivors. How did they meet? 

ZACH WEISS, PEARLAND, TX 

When the Nazis came into the Polish 
town where my mother lived, they kept 
the Jews in a ghetto and then marched 
them to a labor camp. My father was 
from a different village, but was at 

the same work camp. They were 12 or 
13, and then they were both sent to 
Auschwitz. My father would bribe the 
guards to give her shoes or food, little 
signs of affection. They fell in love in 
that horrible environment. Then she 
was transferred to Bergen-Belsen, and 
after the war she assumed he hadn't 
survived. My dad made a point of 
finding her. 

We grew up very aware of the 
Holocaust. My mother's 83, and she 
freaks out if I leave a door unlocked. 
Holocaust survivors don't ever really 
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feel secure. They're always 
waiting for those soldiers to 
come back. 


@&® Will global warming have any 
detrimental effect on the habitat of 
the Snow Dog? 

JKERWIN74, PELHAM, NY 

As you can see, global warming 

is bullshit. Look out my window. I’m 
lodging a lawsuit against Al Gore. 


® | saw you on ESPN talking 

about winning your league's fantasy 
baseball league four years in 

a row. What is the name of your 
fantasy team? 

STRATOMATMAN, BRISTOL, CT 

I don’t want to say, because I don't 
want a hacker to find my Web site. 
That’s personal information. We can 


DEAR SUPERSTAR GEDDY LEE 


talk about the Holocaust, but we can't 
talk about my fantasy baseball team! 
I'm really into my hobbies. I sometimes 
have trouble falling asleep because 

I'm worried about my fantasy team. But 
I know it’s not the real world. I mean, 
if there were a choice between saving 
the baby or answering the phone to 
make a fantasy baseball trade, I think 

I would make the right decision: 
Answer the phone! 


&® How do you kill time during Neil's 
drum solos? 

DRUMLORD, DETROIT 

I make a quick run to the washroom, 
and on my way back I stop and check 
the baseball scores on my computer. 
And I always have his drum solo on in 
my earphones, so I don't forget to 

get back onstage. 


@&® | never hear you mention Califor- 
nian or Oregon wines. You've got to 
have some in your cellar, right? 
JEEM2112, SEVEN HILLS, OH 

Yes, I do. I’m largely a European-wine 
lover: French wines, German and 
Austrian Rieslings, Northern Italian 
wines. The best wine I’ve ever had was a 
1945 Musigny from Compte de Vogiié— 
a friend served it at a tasting. It was 
spectacular. In fact, I stole the bottle. 





&® Who'd winina pushup contest: 
Alex, Neil or you? 

GMIZE, ATLANTA 

Neil is one strong motherfucker. Mind 
you, I saw a photo of him recently— 
he’s enjoying the time off. So I might 
win right now. 


&® Blender named Neil Peart the 
second worst lyricist of all time. 

On behalf of Rush fans, will you beat 
up someone from Blender? 
GPTHAGENIUS, SANTA ANA, CA 

I admire the sentiment of that letter. 
And I would beat up someone from 
Blender if I weren't a nonviolent person. 
But I can’t guarantee Neil Peart is 
nonviolent. 





&® Sell me on Canada. 

AGODLEY, GREENVILLE, GA 

Not today I won't. It’s really farkin’ cold. 
Toronto is a fabulous city if you like 
ideas and culture and don't care about 
weather. It’s very flat and we have a 
history of terrible architecture. We're 
not encumbered by beauty here. 


&® How can! get Rushto perform at 
my next birthday party? 
CRAIG_WHISMAN, NEWMAN, GA 
You can't. @ 
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EACH MONTH, 

ONE LUCKY ROCK 
STAR PHONES 
BLENDER HQ FOR 
SEVEN DAYS 
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YOU KNOW, SHARE. 
NOW ON THE LINE: 
“JUST DANCE” POP 
TART LADY GAGA 
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GOODMAN 
PHOTOGRAPHS BY 
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Lady Gaga: Hat courtesy of Aretha Franklin. 
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“My hair's not done-can! file for an extension?” 


DAY 1 

JANUARY 30, 8:07 p.m. 

Inthe middle of a Europeantour 
opening for the Pussycat Dolls, Gaga 
phones after a show in Cardiff, Wales. 
“Tonight I wore black rhinestone panties 
and a metal breastplate that was 
custom-made for my boobs. The stage 
was smaller than it usually is, but when 
I was 19 I did burlesque dancing in 
New York at clubs and gay parties, so I 
can dance on just one foot of stage. 

“I met Paris Hilton the other night, 
but I don’t make a big deal out of it. I 
grew up in Manhattan and we went to 
the same private school on the Upper 
East Side, though not at the same time. 
It was asweet moment, because she’s 
such a figure in pop culture and I write 
about everything she stands for. But 
unlike her, I rarely go out. This evening 
I'll probably stay in and listen to this 
new song I recorded today. I like to roll 
around in bed with my songs and figure 
out what feels good.” 


DAY 2 
JANUARY 31, 8:00 P.M. 


We get a call from Gagain Dublin as she 
preps fora performance on Irish TV. 





Couch potato: Gaga being interviewed for British TV. 
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Little-known fact: Lady Gaga's goatee is drawn on. 


“We arrived this morning. I was very 
excited because my room is this 


gorgeous penthouse with a white baby- 
grand piano in the living room. When I 


saw it, I started to cry. I played fora 


couple of hours, then gave my assistant 


a heart attack because I wouldn't take 
a shower. I was like, ‘I’m not shower- 
ing. I’m being brilliant and writing’ 
“Writing a record is like dating a few 
men at once. You take them to the same 
restaurants to see if they measure up, 
and at some point you decide who 
you like best. When you make music or 
write or create, it’s really your job to 
have mind-blowing, irresponsible, 
condomiless sex with whatever idea it is 
youre writing about at the time.” 


DAY 3 

FEBRUARY 1, 8:06 P.M. 

Out of breath, Gaga checks in just after 
stepping offstage in Dublin. 

“Tonight was the first time we did our 
full 35-minute set. I felt very free. 
When you hear the fans screaming and 
you get a glimpse of the monitors and 
you see an image that you've been 
dreaming of your whole life, it’s really 
emotional. Some artists want your 


money so they can buy Range Rovers 
and diamond bracelets, but I don’t 
care about that kind of stuff. I don’t 
want the five dollars in your pocket. I 
want your soul. 

“Last night the Haus [ the Haus of 
Gaga, the singer's Warhol-inspired collec- 
tive | had a little get-together in my room. 
We were playing piano, and we got some 
white wine and cooked vegetables and 
had a nice evening. Tonight I’m going to 
get a good night's sleep—we've gota TV 
show tomorrow in London.” 


DAY 4 

FEBRUARY 2, 9:02 P.M. 

Gagarings from Belfast after a day 
spent trying to get to London and fail- 
ing, due toa freak snowstorm. 

“We got snowed out of London and had 
to postpone the show, but I just found out 
I will have sold a million albums by next 
week! I’ve been crying like a baby for, like, 
30 minutes. Akon is calling right now, but 
I'll call him back. I’m on his label, and he 
would want me to finish this interview— 
he'd say, ‘Go back to work!’ Tonight we're 
going to go down to an Irish pub and have 
a brew to celebrate. I'll put on my Night 
Porter hat and some vintage Ray-Bans 





Radio Gaga: Sound checking before a London show. 
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= "|DON'TWANT THE FIVE 
DOLLARS IN YOUR POCKET. 
@ |VWANT YOUR SOUL. 


and maybe some suspenders. My sexy- 
Nazi look. It’s not politically correct, but 
I've got to keep pushing buttons, right?” 


DAY 5 

FEBRUARY 3, 9:06 p.m. 

Gaga calls and asks us to hang on— 
PCD's Nicole Scherzinger wants to 
give hera present. Squealing and 
giggling ensue. 

“I'm so sorry! Nicole just gave me these 
beautiful pearl-and-diamond earrings. 
They have bows, which is totally my 
thing. She is too freaking nice to be as 
pretty as she is. If I was as pretty as her, 
I wouldn't be that nice. 

“Today I got my nails done and the 
paparazzi came into the mall and stood 
outside the salon. I wanted to get my 
toes painted as well, but I couldn't. I 
would have had to put flip-flops on, and 
I’m really serious about never wearing 
flip-flops in public.” 





ls that a cordless mic in your pocket, or are you just happy to see Lady Gaga? 


DAY 6 
FEBRUARY 4, 8:09 P.M. 
Gaga dials from the back of acaras 
she's being driven fromaLondon TV 
studio back to her hotel. 
“We're being trailed by the paparazzi 
right now. I just ignore it. I think it’s 
funny when stars complain about how 
they can’t go to the grocery store—I’m 
like, boo-fucking-hoo. 

“We're back at the hotel now, and I’m 
so excited I can barely breathe. 
I found a warehouse that could bring 
me vintage Chanel, and now I'm sifting 
through it all. It’s very important to me 
that the music exists not just in the 
audio sense but in the visual sense, as 
well. I really care how the music looks. 


The other night I saw Grace Jones 


perform. I went backstage to meet her 
afterward, and her foot was bleeding 

from her shoes. I said, ‘You're fucking 
bleeding, Grace, and she said, ‘I know 





I’m fucking bleeding, darling. The 
perils of being a woman ...That one 
moment is enough to feed my creativ- 
ity for the next 15 years.” 


DAY 7 
FEBRUARY 5, 8:04PM, 
Gaga phones one final time after per- 
forming in Sheffield. 
“Tomorrow I’ve got a photo shoot all 
day and then two shows, one with the 
Pussycats and one at aclub. Playing 
clubs inspires me: I can touch my fans, 
I can crowd surf, I can look them in the 
eye. Some pop stars with a gay follow- 
ing stop playing gay-club shows, and 
I think that’s really bad. I’m going to 
play gay clubs forever. 

“T love the gays so much it’s scary. I'm 
pretty serious about everyone being 
on time to rehearsal, and the other day 
my gay dancers got stuck in the subway 
in London and were late. If it had been 
anyone else I would have been freaking 
out, but I was like, They're probably 


just shopping or something—they'll be 


here soon, And then they were! They 
were late because they were getting 
their hair cut. It looked great, though, 
sol didn't care.” @ 
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R.1.P. RON ASHETON 


LAST 
DAYS OF 


THE FIRST 


PUNK 


HE HELPED CREATE ONE OF 
ROCK'S GREAT GROUPS, 

BUT ENDEDUPLIVINGIN HIS 
MOM'S BASEMENT. HOW 

THIS LEGEND GOT HIS BAND BACK, 
THEN DIED WITH THE TV ON 

BY RJ SMITH 





RON ASHETON’S ASSISTANT WAS WORRIED. 
For several days in early January, Asheton 
didn’t answer when she phoned or knocked 
on his door. The assistant, Dara Hytinen, 
had a key to his house but knew better than 
to intrude on his privacy. Besides, they'd 
had an epic fight at Thanksgiving: They 
were both drinking, and he chased her 
down the street, hurling a holiday spread— 
gravy, mashed potatoes, the works. She fell 
and cracked three ribs. An ambulance came 
and, as in an old slapstick film, the EMT 
slipped on pumpkin pie and dropped her. 
As days passed and his mail piled up, she 
still hadn’t heard from Asheton, so Hytinen 
called the cops and let them in the house. 
On the night of January 5, 2009, 
Ann Arbor police found the guitarist of the 
Stooges, one of the most important 
musicians in rock history, dead in his 
bedroom. He was surrounded by things he 
loved: guitars, Nazi memorabilia, guns and 
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grenades, stray cats he'd taken in and dogs 
he'd rescued from the Humane Society. He 
died, likely on New Year's Eve or New Year's 
Day, at age 60, in the house he grew up in. 
The Stooges reunited triumphantly in 
2003, to honors and riches, which was the 
exact opposite of what happened from 1968 
to 1974, when they were despised if they 
were noticed at all. The Stooges made a 


wicked noise, prophesying music that’s now 


commonplace. Back then, crowds threw 
beer cans, cigarettes, pocket change. “A 
well-thrown coin, when it hits you, it feels 
like you've been shot,’ Asheton said. 
Paired with Iggy Pop, a careening, 
contorting singer whod cut or 
expose himself onstage, 
Asheton’s riffs, rendered in 
primitive hatchet strokes, 
showed the way for bands as 
diverse as the Ramones, Red 


Hot Chili Peppers and Metallica. Asheton’s 
euitar sound—squalid, sulfurous, alive— 
influenced the Sex Pistols, Sonic Youth and 
Guns N’ Roses, all of whom covered 
Stooges songs. Jack White of the White 
Stripes called Fun House, the Stooges’ 
second record, “the definitive rock album of 
America,’ and Kurt Cobain named Raw 
Power, the band’s farewell, his favorite of all 
time. Iggy blew people's minds, but Ron 
made them want to start a band. 

And Asheton? His favorite thing was to 
watch TV, alone. Home was safe. “He was a 
soft person, nota hard person,’ Iggy Pop 
tells Blender. “Even his hair was fragile. He 
had the frizzies and would complain when I 
took him fora ride in my convertible.” 

“The Stooges didn’t have a traditional 
way of playing,” says Michael Davis of MC5, 
a Detroit band of the same era. “It was 
primitive jungle beat music.” 





MICK ROCK 1972, 2009. 


Asheton played so hard he bled across his 
guitar. His style was minimal, but it was the 
opposite of reductive—it was inclusive in 
the way it swept you up and dragged you 
away, into the undertow. It had instability 
built in—chords that crumbled into dust, 
wah-wah that annihilated song structure. 


THERE WASN'T MUCH MUSICIN ANN ARBOR, 
so in 1965, Ron Asheton sold his Honda 305 
motorcycle and bought a ticket to England, 
where he saw the Who, and came home 
determined to start a band. One of his few 
friends was Dave Alexander, a classmate 
who had the longest hair Ron had ever seen, 
and a history with the local cops. 
Performing ran in Asheton’s bloodline. 
His great-aunt and great-uncle had been in 
vaudeville, and they taught Ron a little 
violin. He was named for his father, Ronald, 
a former World War II pilot who wanted his 





son to join the military. When Ron was 14, 
his father died, freeing the son from 
authority and supervision. 

Ann Arbor in the mid-1960s was shaped 
by freak culture. This wasn’t the peace-and- 
love scene of San Francisco. It was scrappy, 
built on hustles. Michigan hippies had 
hillbilly ancestry: Their parents had come 
from the Deep South in World War II to 
work in defense plants. They brought a 
don't tread on me rebel vibe. 

Asheton, younger brother Scott, and Dave 
Alexander hung around Discount Records, 
chewing tobacco and spitting on cars. They 
were brutish Midwestern yeti, “the laziest 
juvenile-delinquent sort of pig-slobs ever 
born,” Iggy Pop wrote in his 1982 autobiog- 
raphy. “I was the smart one in the band.” 

Iggy was born Jim Osterberg and picked 
up his nickname clerking at Discount 
Records—“iggy” was local slang fora 


Ron Asheton in 1972, still dressing like a teenage 
delinquent and glaring like the camera was a cop. 


gootball. He dressed clean and had 
ambition. “Jim was on the golf team, 
gymnastics team, debate team, you name it. 
He was an overachiever, says Michigan 
rocker Scott Morgan, Asheton’s friend since 
junior high. 

“Lacted as a bridge between Ron, Scott 
and Dave and the real world as it is 
generally and stiflingly known,’ Iggy says. 
“My sentiments and impressions were with 
them, but as a person I was probably not as 
harsh or as unfortunate. Those fellas lost 
their father at an early age, and though we 
never spoke about it, I think it was 
traumatic for them. I wanted to find some 
charismatic individuals who had even less 
experience than I did!” 

In the midst ofa group acid trip, Ron 
came up with the band's self-effacing 
moniker, a nod to the Three Stooges’ 
celebration of violence, failure and unity. 
Onstage, the Stooges banged on oil drums 
and used a vacuum cleaner to simulate ajet 
engine. They lived together, sharing “total 
rejection and utter poverty, Pop wrote. 

“They suck,” Rolling Stone decreed in 
greeting the first Stooges album in 1969. 
When another one came out the next year, 
the magazine called it “exquisitely horrible.” 
Asheton merely shrugged: “Bad reviews are 
better, because more people will come and 
see the Elephant Man or the circus freak.” 

“Anything the Stooges touched would 
turn to shit,” Iggy said. He'd provoke crowds, 
inciting them by diving off the stage. “People 
would purposefully save their beers to 
dump all over him,’ Asheton said. “He'd be 
laying all over the chairs, all fucked up, 
and kids would be throwing beers at him.” 
Ron admitted he'd “laugh so hard” at this 
spectacle, it was difficult to keep playing. 

Later, the violence got nastier. They were 
always broke; the Stooges, an ex-manager 
said, were “like an oven that burned money.’ 
But Asheton wouldn't stop: “You don’t quit 
in combat. Just because your band’s on the 
point, because you're in combat, you can’t 
bug out on your buddies, It was literally war 
that we staged to the bitter end.” 

The singer had lice; the house phone was 
usually disconnected. A black-and-white 
TV remained on. Free jazz and ethnic 
chants blasted through the house. In 
winter their place was so cold they would 
practice in parkas and mittens. 


“| AMIN SHOCK, HE WAS MY BEST FRIEND.” 
That's what Iggy said in a press statement 
when Asheton’s body was found. After the 
Stooges reunited, the two bandmates had 
aseries of intense conversations; there 
were topics Ron “could only talk about 
with Jim,” Dara Hytinen says. » 
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The friendship had fallen off for years. In 
1971, after two Stooges albums, Iggy took 
on anew guitarist, James Williamson, and 
went to England to find more musicians. 
Ron learned he and his brother had been 
fired when he bumped into Iggy at a party: 
“Tm thinking, Thanses a lot, pal. You shit on 
your two fucking buddies who started the 
band,” he said in a 1998 interview with 
Perfect Sound Forever, a music Web site, “I 
was shattered.” Ron left the party, cried for 
halfan hour, then walked home, “15 miles, 
in complete shock,” he said. 

Before long, Iggy called from London, a 
bit more contrite: The auditions hadn't 
gone well, He offered Ron aspot in the new 
lineup, on bass. “My first reaction was, You 
motherfucker!!! [fT could just reach 
through the phone!” he said. Though he felt 
vengeful, Asheton accepted the demotion: 
He liked being a Stooge. 

lgey, who didn’t take drugs so much as 
gobble them, started on heroin, as did the 
whole band—except Ron. “I saw what it 
was doing to those guys,” Ron explained. 
“Once heroin was introduced, it was the 
beginning of the end.” His bandmates even 
traded a vintage guitar Asheton owned for 
$40 worth of heroin. “I was heartbroken,” he 
said in the punk oral history Please Kill Me. 

The Stooges’ last album was Raw Power, 
an abscess filled with distortion and 
desperation; critic Lenny Kaye termed it 
“the pot of quicksand at the end of the 
rainbow.’ The Stooges were sunk. Iggy had 
a drug freak-out, then checked himself into 
a mental institution for safety. 

“Ron was extremely bitter about the 
demise of the Stooges,” says MCS bassist 
Michael Davis. “Extremely angry at Iggy. 
He felt like Ipgy basically abandoned their 
zroup for personal interests.” 

One of the Stooges’ few fans was David 
Bowie, who'd mixed Raw Power. Asheton 
used the proximity to his advantage, 
sleeping with Bowie's wife. (“He didn't 
mind, J didn’t mind,” Ron said.) Bowie kept 
deploying his star power to build a solo 
career for Iggy. Meanwhile, Asheton was 
Dumpster-divingin L.A. and visiting Three 
Stooges star Larry Fine at the Motion 
Picture Rest Home. Fine had lost his money 
gambling, been paralyzed by strokes and 
was in a wheelchair; for about a year 
Asheton would answer his fan mail, buy him 
cigars and sneak him off to the race track. 

It wasn’t so much that Asheton didn’t see 
the big picture; he didn't have a big picture. 
Stoogedom was all he cared about. In the 
liner notes toa 1997 reissue of Raw Power, 
Igey said of the Ashetons, “It never went 
anywhere for them, because those guys 
really couldn't organize a home aquarium 
without me.” Itwas unkind, but not untrue. 

Ron ordered his younger brother back 
home to dry out, but kept hosting 
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Hollywood parties. “We were all fooling 
around one night,” photographer Jen 
Lensman says. “The Nazi collection came 
out—Ron was really into Hitler stuff” He 
saw Nazi trinkets as the ultimate junk 
culture, as though Hitler were just another 
B-movie villain. [fit made you mad, that 
was all right—then he'd turn up the Colonel 
Klink accent and really stick it to you. 

In 1977, when punk rock was roaring 
from Manchester to San Francisco, Iggy 
made two fine albums with Bowie and was 
hailed as an inventor and a visionary. (One 
new song, "Dum Dum Boys,’ was about the 
Ashetons, who Pop recalled 
with a mix of contempt, awe, 
concern and longing.) Asheton 
was back with his mother in 
Ann Arbor, bumming rides 






because he didn't have acar, His anger was 
easy to understand: The Stooges had faced 
so much contempt, and now the music 
they'd played was fashionable. So was 
Asheton’s celebration of bad TV, truancy 
and lowbrow culture. [zggy—who'd worn 
cashmere sweaters and penny loafers back 
when Ron was an outcast for having long 
hair—was getting all the credit. 

Asheton was, at least, welcomed as a 
hero by an Ann Arbor scene that grew out 
of the Stooges, Destroy All Monsters were 
a noise-making band Jed by Cary Loren 
and his girlfriend, the sexy singer Niagara. 
Loren persisted in trying to get Ron toa 
practice. Asheton finally relented, in 
exchange for a pack of cigarettes and a six 
pack. When he got a look at Niagara, he 
signed on. Soon, he and Niagara were an 
item, and they kicked out Loren. 

Michael Davis joined and was amazed at 
how much booze the band drank: “People 
would spend at least two hours getting 
hammered in the living room before we 
started practice. It was like you could 
hardly wait for practice to get over to drink 
some more.’ 

Asheton slept a lot (Niagara: “He was a 
pro at sleeping”) and coddled the animals 
in the house, talking to them in the voice of 
a 'Teletubby. “He'd kill me for telling, but he 
loved the Teletubbies,” Niagara says. 

“Ron had no hustle left,” says David A, 


Keeps, an L.A. writer who managed 
Destroy All Monsters. “His hustle was very 
short-term, like, Will this get mea drink? 
Will this get me into the club for free? Not, 
Will this get me a record deal?” 

Destroy All Monsters toured “up and 
down the eastern seaboard, Asheton said, 
and earned “a couple hundred bucksa 
night, ifthat. | was thinking, Fuek this, I'm 
crazy, whatamTd doing?” 

He and Niagara lived together for eight 
years, “as close as skin,” she says, in his 
eight-by-seven-foot childhood bedroom. 
“We were looking for quarters under the 
carpet so we could buy a pint of rum.” 
Sometimes, Ron's mom would yell at them 
to keep the noise down, “It was not a dark 
place,” Iggy explains. “They lived ina 
classic, almost television-quality 


American suburban environment.” 

“He'd sit in his rocking chair and watch 
movies. He loved that chair,’ Niagara says. 
“lL remember there was this wonderful bug 
outside, and I said, ‘Ronny—we were 
really hung over—‘come look at this 
amazing bug. But he wouldn't do it, and I 
threw a drink in his face.” 

Over the years fans would scratch their 
names, or the names of their bands, onto 
the brick front of the Asheton home, 
creating a mural of Ron's influence. 


ROYALTY CHECKS KEPT HIM AFLOAT. INA 
good year, he'd live on $40,000; $20,000 
or $30,000 was more common, “Everyone 
says I'm their favorite guitar player, but I 
can't get no record company to give mea 
fuckin’ deal,” he'd complain. 

His backyard bordered a cemetery, and 
he put out food for the cats, raccoons and 
possums, Sometimes he would don acape, 
and in the middle of the night scare the 
hell out of kids who had gone into the 
eraveyard to drink or make out. 

He screened incoming calls, but at 
3.4M., you could get him talking. “I 
remember him calling late at night, and Td 
go, Himin, wonder ifhe had a couple of 
vodkas?" says his friend Gary Jones. “He'd 
tell me, ‘Dude, there's a UFO right outside. 
No, it’s outside, really!” 

Itsounds gloomy, but Asheton liked how 
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he lived. And since meeting Jones, he'd 
found an interest to replace music. 

A Hollywood hopeful, Jones was in 
Michigan in 1988 working special effects 
for a B-movie titled The Carrier. One of 
the extras caught his eye. “I kept noticing 
as this group of villagers was running 
through town, one guy with alantern | 
would stop in the shot and doa double 
take—just milk it. It was Ron.” 

Asheton and Jones loved horror movies, 
the horribler the better. They'd drink 
martinis, smoke Cuban cigars and write 
screenplays, or stay up to watch The Three 
Stooges and laugh. “Ron was a stooge,’ says 
Jones, “He saw that lifestyle as his own.” 

Over the next decade, as Jones became a 
writer and director, Asheton had roles in 
Hellmaster, Mosquito and Frostbiter: 





Wrath of the Wendigo. “We'd be doing a 
take,’ Jones recalls, “and I'd say, ‘Ron, cut 
me a big slice of ham on this, And he'd say, 
‘Do you want it honey-baked?” 

Scott Asheton pushed Iggy to reunite the 
Stooges, but Ron was impartial. In 1990 
Iggy did an interview with Detroit News 
writer Susan Whitall. “We drove to the 
airport in his limo,” Whitall recalls, “and he 
said, ‘It’s depressing to come back and see 
some people doing what they were doing 10 
years ago—nothing. They even have the 
same drug dealer, Ron was furious. He 
thought it was a direct slap aimed at them.” 
But Ron never confronted Iggy. “Ours was a 
surprisingly polite relationship, fora band 
that has our reputation,” Pop says. 

Gradually, Asheton was lured out ofhis 
rocking chair by younger musicians who 
idolized him. J Mascis, singer and guitarist 
in Dinosaur Jr., and Mike Watt, bassist in 
the Minutemen, played with Ron when 
they passed through town, and he got an 
old, hidden feeling: excitement. With 
brother Scott, they had a foursome. Iggy 
had once tried to excise the Ashetons from 
the Stooges; now the Ashetons were 
reuniting the Stooges without Igey. 

“[ thought, Puck you, Mascis! How dare 
you, you little creep. Iggy laughs as he 
remembers his response to the Ashetons’ 
activity. “There was a little bit of, Well PU just 
putan end to that.’ When Iggy agreed to 


reunite the Stooges, Scott was living ina van. 

They recorded a few songs, then played 
Coachella in 2003. Jones recalls looking 
into the crowd and seeing Jack White, 
Woody Harrelson, Danny DeVito, Gwen 
Stefani and Cameron Diaz, all waiting to 
hear the guy from Frostbiter. Though he 
knew a Stooge should never smile onstage, 
there was a big grin on Ron’s face. 

“I Wanna Be Your Dog,” from the Stooges 
debut, was heard from Friday Night Lights 
to Grand Theft Auto IV, like just another 
piece of classic rock. Asheton called 
Niagara one day and told her, “It’s official. 
I'ma millionaire.” The flights were first 
class, and so were the hotels. But Ron had 
put on weight and tours were grueling. 
“There was a weird thing that happened in 
France last summer,” says Mike Watt, who 
From left: Ron Asheton 
playing with fake 
blood in 1976; ready for 
the Stooges reunion, 
2006; Asheton with 
Iggy Pop, shocking a 
Cincinnati audience, 
1970; a 1972 Stooges 
portrait; Asheton and 


Niagara backstage 
in Detroit, 1978. 


@ “PEOPLE 
WILLCOME AND 
SEE THE 
ELEPHANT MAN 
OR THE CIRCUS 
@ FREAK” 


played bass in the reformed Stooges. “He 
had a nose bleed that wouldn't stop. They 
took him to a doctor, put something in 
there to stop the blood, but he played that 
night anyway. They did a blood pressure 
test and it was way high. That was the first 
time his health came up.” 

Asheton would talk about dying—he 
didn’t want to end up like Larry Fine, 
plugged with tubes, unable to care for 
himself. On amacabre mission, he visited 
the cemetery where his father was buried: 
the two shared aname and Ron wanted to 
see how his name looked on a tombstone. 

“That's when I started making doctors’ 
appointments for him,’ Hytinen explains. 
“Td say, ‘Now, Ron, you really shouldn't be 
eating potato chips for breakfast.” 

“You do your craft all the way,” Watt 
remembers Asheton saying. “He wanted to 
be doing—doing, you know? He was never 





a down person, ‘I’m gonna die’ and shit. It 
was, ‘This is my calling.” 

“It couldn't have kept going,” Niagara 
says. "We knew there were no more tours. 
He was too unhealthy, though the band 
didn’t know. He was being a real soldier.” 

“I knew Ronnie didn't have long to go,” 
Hytinen adds. “He was drinking more 
than ever. I said, ‘He’s gonna die’ But what 
could I do?” 

Ron remained stoic, determined. Health 
advice came from an unlikely source: Iggy, 
who thought Ron's drinking might have 
contributed to his severe nosebleed, and 
warned the band that at their ages, they 
should be more temperate. “Not that it was 
gonna do any damned good," Iggy scoffs. 


IN MID-JANUARY, ON A SNOWSTORM NIGHT, 
Niagara and her husband held a tribute to 
Asheton at a downtown Detroit hall. 
“Ronnie wouldn't care about the memo- 
rial, he’d just want his animals to be taken 
care of,” Niagara said as a local band 
played. That same week, family and a few 
friends were invited to a private ceremony 
at an Ann Arbor funeral home. After 

the service, they went to Weber's, Rons 
favorite restaurant, a timeless local 
chophouse where his mom once worked. 

Igey, aresident of Miami for the last 11 
years, had never been to a funeral service as 
an adult, and he was nervous about 
speaking. He talked about Ann Arbor, the 
place Asheton always called home. “I 
blurted out, ‘This is a nice town, And we are 
people ultimately of a certain time and 
place and our place is this town. Other than 
that, I said what everybody else would say: 
The guy occupied a huge space and thus has 
left a huge gap. And Iam determined the 
group is not necessarily over and that the 
group's contributions will not be left to rust, 
gather dust or tarnish.” Iggy has talked with 
James Williamson, ex—Sex Pistol Steve 
Jones and Deniz Tek, an Ann Arbor-born 
guitarist who formed the Australian band 
Radio Birdman, about forming another 
lineup of the Stooges. But for now, hes 
canceled the band’s 2009 tour dates. 

After Iggy spoke, saxophonist Steve 
MacKay cracked people up telling stories 
about Ron, and Mike Watt read a passage 
from Walt Whitman's Leaves of Grass. 
Weber's has a pianist—it’s the sort of place 
where you hear “You Light Up My Life” or 
“The Shadow of Your Smile.” When one of 
the mourners made an unusual request, 
the pianist said he'd been taught the tune 
bya guy who used to come in all the time. 

So as the funeral party ate and cried, a 
gentle piano version of “I Wanna Be Your 
Dog” filled the restaurant. “Tt sounded like a 
Bach cantata,” says one of Ron Asheton's 
friends. “Not that I know what a Bach 
cantata sounds like.” @ 
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THE BEASTIE BOYS’ PAUL'S BOUTIQUE HAS 
been around for 20 years now—and it’s 
still controversial. In pop music, that’s a 
big claim for anything to make. But when 
you play around in the new deluxe 20th- 
anniversary edition, hearing the Beasties 
mix the Bass Ale with the Guinness Stout 
and the Dust Brothers mix the Beatles 
with the Funky 4 + 1, the striking thing is 
that this album couldn't have been 
released even a couple of years later. It 
sums up a moment when the art of sam- 
pling was ata peak, right before it got 
litigated out of existence. Sampledelic 
beat collage sounded like the future 

on the defining albums of 1989—De La 
Soul's 3 Feet High and Rising, with pro- 


ducer Prince Paul, or the Jungle Brothers’ 


Done by the Forces of Nature, with DJ 
Red Alert. But two decades later, there's 
still no legal way for this music to exist. 
That’s the basic paradox behind 
Copyright Criminals, an amazing docu- 
mentary on the history of sampling 
from Benjamin Franzen and Kembrew 
McLeod that’s making the rounds of 
film festivals and college campuses now. 
As you listen to the hip-hoppers, laptop- 
pers and DJs work their magic, it kicks 
you in the head with how radically the 
sampler redefined music in such a short 
time, really just afew years in the ’8Os—it 
was the DMX bandits who made main- 
stream stars out of P-Funk, got Malcolm 
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BY ROB SHEFFIELD 


BEAT PIRATES 


FROM PAULS BOUTIQUE TO GIRL TALK, SOME OF THE BEST RECORDS 
OF THELAST 20 YEARS HAVE BEEN MADE BY TWISTING 

OTHER PEOPLE'S MUSIC INTO SOMETHING NEW. IT’S 100 PERCENT 
AWESOME. BUT IT'S NOT EXACTLY LEGAL 


X on the air and turned James Brown 
froma hipster cult god into the fountain- 
head. Thanks to the way these beatbox 
heroes re-envisioned pop music and mass 
culture itself, we entered a world where 
all songs go to heaven, where nothing ever 
goes out of print as long as some fan out 


there gives a fuck about it and no beat ever 


stops pumping as long as somebody can 
figure out a new way to jack it. 

Then the lawyers got involved, and 
everything got FUBAR‘d and stayed that 
way. The technology to screw around 
with recorded sound—to make some- 
thing new out of the music in the 
air—gets simpler each year, yet copyright 
law has remained essentially the same 
since the Copyright Act of 1976, three 
years before “Rapper's Delight.” The basic 
questions—who owns a sound? what 
are the rights and limits of ownership?— 
are messier than ever. And in the absence 
of any coherent rules, everybody assumes 





1) ifanything is halfway decent, it'll be 
posted somewhere online, 2) until it gets 
shut down by the Man, 3) until it shows 
up again somewhere else a few clicks 
later. Your mom can mastermix her own 
YouTube montage of baby photos to 
Van Morrison songs and get a cease-and- 
desist letter because Warner Music and 
YouTube are battling for a piece of the 
profits YouTube isn't even making; Girl 
Talk puts together the party record of the 
year but won't dare put it in stores; the 
RLAA can shut down Muxtape because it 
makes it too easy to share your favorite 
songs and give artists free advertising. 
How did this happen? How can this 
issue remain such a mess? Stanford law 
professor Lawrence Lessig has become 
quite the cult hero pushing these ques- 
tions, as he does in his new book Remix: 
Making Art and Commerce Thrive in 
the Hybrid Economy. He likes to cite the 
example of Stephanie Lenz, the Pennsyl- 


ILLUSTRATION BY CRAIG WARD 


STEINSEI & DOUBLE DEE: STEVEN CRICHLOW, 


vania mom who was threatened witha 
lawsuit last year for posting a YouTube clip 
ofher toddler dancing to Prince's “Let's 
Go Crazy." Prince, who once invited the 
hip-hop nation to sample him in “I Wish 
U Heaven”"—*“Take this beat, I don’t 
mind /T got plenty others and they so 
fine’— is now lawyering his own fan sites 
out of existence. Lessig approaches this 
absurdity as a lawyer, nota Prince freak— 
he makes the case that censoring fan 
remixes is bad for business, because it’s 
fan access that creates value. Harry 
Potter's publisher sent the lawyers after 
fan fiction, then backed off when they 
realized (in Lessig’s words) “the fans were 
where the money was.’ Sadly, the music 
biz is far from this moment of clarity. 

Whether youre a legal scholar orjust a 
music fan, you end up asking the same 
question as Don Corleone in The Godfa- 
ther: How did things ever get so far? Two 
key lawsuits changed everything. In 1989, 
De La Soul gotjacked for sampling an 
instrumental fill from schmaltz poppers 
the Turtles, around the same time that 
N.W.A were getting hassled by the FBI for 
“Fuck Tha Police.’ (As journalist John 
Leland put it at the time, “One group gets 
in trouble for sounding too much like 
the Turtles; another gets in trouble for 
not sounding enough like the Turtles.”) 
Worse, in 1991 Biz Markie got sued for an 
uncleared parody of Gilbert O’Sullivan’s 
“Alone Again (Naturally)” on Biz’s album 
I Need a Haircut. Unfortunately, Biz 
got the vapors from Judge Kevin Thomas 
Duffy, whom Lessig calls “perhaps one 
of the 20th century's worst federal 
judges.” His decision cited no U.S. case 
law, just the Bible, complaining that the 
Biz had violated “the Seventh Command- 
ment.” As Chuck D says in Copyright 
Criminals, “How backwoods is that?” 

In the 90s, beatbox bricoleurs looked 
for ways to elude the law, hiding the 
samples expertly (DJ Shadow’s Endiro- 
ducing...) or sampling dead people and 
copyrighting their work as something 
new (Moby’s Play). At the start of this 
decade, digital technology made home- 
made remixes easier to put together 
and spread around; baby boomers briefly 
used the cutesy term “mash-up” to make 
sense of remix culture, but for any music 


Great Moments SA 
in Copyright Saucer” (1956) oe 
Infringe ment An early rock novelty 


hit using snippets of 
Elvis, Chuck Berry and 
Fats Domino inanews 
report about space 
invaders. The aliens 
message to Earth? Little 
Richard screaming "A 
whop bop-a-lu awhop 
ham boo!" 


some of these songs 
got cleared legally, some 
didn't, but they all built 
something new out of 
other people's property, 
and they all made the 
world safer for shame- 
less plagiarism. 








' DRUNKEN COUNTRY GREATNESS | 


ere 


doey HHO 


Joey + Rory’s “Cheater Cheater” is a country-radio hit that won't die, 
and it's easy to hear why—for once, a drunken country song that 

_ really sounds like a drunken country song, instead of a Nickelback 
power ballad with fiddles! Joey and Rory are a married couple 

from Tennessee who got discovered on the CMT talent show Can You 
Duet—she sings; he plays guitar and wears overalls—but their hit 

is a mean little bluegrass stomp about how she just busted him 
sneaking around with “that no-good white-trash ho." It sounds like 
the flip side to Carrie Underwood's “Before He Cheats,” except 


in this song, instead of trashing the guy's car and leaving him, the wife sticks around 

and smashes the furniture and yells at him until it happens all over again the next weekend. 
Probably a more realistic scenario, but harder to turn into a great song, whichis why I 
love this one so much. Even if this ts the first and last time we hear from Joey + Rory, this 


is a noble ticket to one-hit-wonder heaven. 


fan who never knew a world without 
“Rapper's Delight,’ this is just how music 
works. And even as remixes like Girl 
Talk's Feed the Animals become main- 
stream crowd-pleasers, the music biz still 
treats them as outlaw projects. 

Clyde Stubblefield is the heartbeat of 
Copyright Criminals. He's the James 
Brown drummer who played on “Mother 
Popcorn,’ “Give It Up or Turnit a Loose” 
and “Cold Sweat,” but the reason his 
name is known today is because of the 
way hip-hop fiends gave his “Funky 
Drummer” loop eternal life—it must be 
the most sampled beat in history. In 
the film, he says, “I didn’t know anything 
about sampling until people came up 
and said some other artist is using your 
drum pattern. And I go, ‘Cool!” 

Stubblefield is the best-known exam- 
ple of an obscure sideman becoming 
famous because of the exposure he got 
from sampling, and his feelings are 
understandably mixed about it. He never 
got due credit from James Brown for 
composing the rhythm tracks on songs 
like “Cold Sweat” (“I played what I felt— 
but he owned it”) or from the musicians 
who sampled him (“the only one I ever 
got athanks from was Melissa Ether- 
idge”). We see him do his regular gig with 
the Clyde Stubblefield Band, in his home- 
town of Madison, Wisconsin, and realize 
that everybody in the room is 
there because the sam- 
plers gave him the shine 
that James Brown 
himself never did. 
(JB, ofcourse, 
owned the rights to 


@STEINSKI GDOUBLE 
DEE “Lesson 3 (History 
of Hip Hop)” (1985) 

The greatest sample 
record ever—except 
sampling didn't exist yet, 
50 producer Steinski 

did it all via tape edits, 
cutting up funk break- 
beats with JFK and 
Groucho Marx, It couldn't 
get commercially 
released until last year 


e DICKIE GOOOMAN 
“Mr. Jaws” [1975] 

Years after "The Flying 
Saucer’ landed him 

in court, Goodman kept 
making the “break-in” 
records he invented. This 
Top Five smash wasa 
Jaws parody where the 
Great White Shark turns 
out to be James Taylor. 
(How does human Flesh 
taste? “How sweet itis!"} 






everything Stubblefield played, and just 
paid the man a fee for his studio time.) We 
see Stubblefield at the wheel ofhis car, 
driving around Madison, drumming on 
the steering wheel over a montage of 
records sampling his most famous drum 
break—Public Enemy, LL Cool J, Cold- 
cut, Prince, even Sinead O’Connor. It’s 
moving, it’s poignant and it’s also funky. 
No one likes to admit that the main 
ingredient for hit songs is other hit songs, 
but that’s the way it’s been pretty much 
forever, whether it’s Steely Dan copping 
jazz pianist Horace Silver's riffs at the 
start of “Rikki Don't Lose That Number” 
or Charlie Parker improvising over the 
“I Got Rhythm” chord changes to com- 
pose new songs. As David Lee Roth told 
MTV back in the day, “You don't lay ina 
dark black room and suddenly a burst of 
light and the hand of the Lord comes 
out and says, ‘Here, have asong’ It doesn’t 
happen like that—you have to steal it 
from somebody. You change this, you 
change that. Ifit was good enough for 
Beethoven, it's good enough for me.’ (Fun 
fact: It took me about five seconds to 
find this old MTV interview on YouTube. 
Thanks, Fenway5150, I mean Martha 
Quinn, I mean Diamond Dave!) The 
sampler, even in its most primitive ‘80s 
DMX/Emulator/Fairlight CMI form, 
still has much to tell us about how music 
works, even ifthe message is a disturb- 
ing one. That's the biggest compliment 
you can pay Paul’s Boutique and the 
other masterpieces of 
80s sampling culture— 
20 years along, and they 
still piss people off. @ 





@THE SUGARHILL GANG @2 LIVE CREW “Pretty 
“Rapper's Delight” Woman” (1989) 

(1979 The U.S, Supreme Court 
A bunch of nobodies from unanimously decided 
Harlem go into a studio, this had aright to exist, 
rap over the latest Chic though they were too 


hit and permanently 
change the way people 
hear music. The fact 
that they even thought 
they would getaway 
with this still boggles the 
mind, but they did. 


polite to mention that it 
totally sucked. The court 
ruled that "Parody, 

lke other comment or 
criticism, may claim 

a fairuse. Move 
somethin. your honar! 
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Kelly Clarkson pees in the shower. (“Anybody who says 
they don’t is lying,” she adds, in her scrubby Texas twang.) At 
her house outside Fort Worth, she enjoys walking around 
naked. (“I'm the kinda person who just doesn't like clothes.”) 
When she blows her nose, she checks the tissue to see what 
color snot her sinuses disburden. (“I mean, if you havea cold, 
you have to check, to see how sick you are.”) 

These are among the unexpected revelations gleaned from 
two hours watching Clarkson charm Australian radio and 
magazine reporters in a suite at the Beverly Hills Hotel— 
before she sits down with Blender for several more hours. 
(“This is nothing,’ she scoffs. “I’ve done 19 in one day.) That 
whole time, she punts on just two questions (which we'll get 
back to), in part because accessibility, she knows, is the 
essence of her appeal. “The thing with me, and my audience 
in particular is, people look at me like a sister or a daughter,’ 
she says. “It’s not like people look at me as unattainable, 
some kind of star like that. People love the ‘real’ factor that’s 
involved, I think.” 

The “real’ factor” is enhanced by her claim to be an open 
book—“T'll talk about anything!"—and, even more, her 
declaration that “I do not lie. Ever. I will tell my girlfriend if 
she looks fat in her jeans.” After a hoot at her own joke, 
Clarkson turns serious; her brown eyes, a tad too big for her 
small face, entice you like a Walt Disney woodland creature, 
and at the same time they freeze you like headlights: “When 
you don't make yourself clear or heard, that’s where trouble 
starts. And that’s something I learned as a child. No one is 
going to know what you feel unless you tell them.” 

On these last sentences, strikingly, her accent disappears. 


American Idol may be, as NBC CEO Jeff Zucker once 
said, the “most impactful show in the history of television.” 
Idol’s 2002 premiere changed music, too: It gave the 
audience the authority to hand out a few record contracts, a 
power that had been the exclusive province of industry 
execs. ITunes, launched the year before /do/ began, and 
MySpace, which rolled out in 2003, helped move the music 
business in roughly the same direction, bringing participa- 
tory democracy to a game long ruled by oligarchs. When the 
history of the music industry's New World is written, 26- 
year-old Kelly Clarkson may be remembered as a founding 
mother, She is to American Idol what George Washington is 
to America: the voters’ first, most widely beloved and 
enduringly uncontroversial choice. 

Other /do/l alums have gone on to glory in their chosen 
fields: Carrie Underwood in Nashville; Jennifer Hudson in 
Hollywood; Fantasia and Clay Aiken on Broadway. Yet none 
remotely rival Clarkson’s mainstream pop success: more 
than 20 million records sold worldwide, eight Top 10 hits, 
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SINCE SHE'S BEEN GONE 

SHE WAS YOUR ELECTED IDOL, BUT SHE WANTED TO BEA ROCK 
HERO. HOW WILL KELLY CLARKSON PUT THE WHOLE MY DECEMBER 
THING BEHIND HER? BY UPGRADING RIGHT TO SUPERSTAR 

BY MICHAEL JOSEPH GROSS * PHOTOGRAPHS BY SHERYL NIELDS 


including the dogwhistle-to-your-DNA, if-you 're-not- 
dancing-you're-probably-dead, Grammy-winning “Since U 
Been Gone,’ which at its height was as ubiquitous as the dol- 
lar bill, and won praise from rock snobs who would not have 
been caught dead listening to Clarkson the year before. 

After Breakaway’s pop triumph, Clarkson made a U-turn: 
she stopped being an Idol, and tried to be a hero. Damning the 
torpedoes, she fired Jdo/’s Simon Fuller as her manager, took 
up with the Firm's brusque powerhouse agent Jeff Kwatinetz 
and gave the suits the finger by making My December, a moody 
record tinged with anger that her label did not want to release. 
At the time, she told Blender that she informed Clive Davis, 
then chairman and CEO of her label, “You're 80. You're not 
supposed to like my album.” 

Davis finally relented. “It was her personal album that she 
needed to make,” he says now. “And I did not have to let her 
come out with it. | cautioned her that without big hits the 
sales would dramatically fall. But I released it and promoted 
it as best as I could.” The album's numbers, compared to 
Breakaway’s, were lackluster; fans were puzzled by 
Clarkson's veins-wide-open image; and her tour was 
downsized from stadiums to sheds, then canceled entirely. 

It's hard to be a hero. Maintaining pure integrity is 
exhausting, maybe impossible, in an industry that thrives on 
compromise between the competing forces of the artist's urge 
to individual expression and the corporation's need for 
massive sales. There were signs that Clarkson learned her 
lesson. She fired the Firm, (With Kwatinetz, she says, there 
was always tension: “He wanted me to be the biggest pop star 
in the world, and that's not my goal. It would drive him 
insane, ‘I don’t get it!" he would say. ‘I don’t get why you don't 
want to be the best. And I'm like, ‘Be the best? At art? How do 
you do that?) She signed with Narvel Blackstock, a Nash- 
ville-based manager who is married to Reba McEntire. He 
arranged for her to tour with McEntire and helped select 
songs for her new album, All] Ever Wanted. Clarkson speaks 
of her new management company in familial terms: “I found 
a perfect home with them. Narvel is from the same town as 
I'm from. We speak the same language. And it’s comforting to 
know someone from where you are from. Every time he 
drinks, he'll go on this thing—‘Isn't it crazy? Who would have 
thought? We're both from Burleson, Texas!” 

All] Ever Wanted started with the title track, which plays 
ethereal, Annie Lennox—glowing vocals against a ‘70s, 
Aerosmith rock beat. “When I heard ‘All I Ever Wanted, I 
had no idea what I wanted to do with this album,” Clarkson 
says. “I heard that, and I was like, OK. The bar has been set. 
Nothing on the radio sounds like that. She reunited with 
Lukasz “Dr. Luke” Gottwald and Max Martin, who wrote 
and produced “Since U Been Gone,” for the album’s Atomic 
Fireball-flavored cotton-candy first single, “My Life Would 
Suck Without You” (which set arecord in January for the 
largest leap in chart history—from No. 97 to No. 1.) 
Clarkson worked with Ryan Tedder (the OneRepublic lead 
singer who cowrote and produced Leona Lewis’ “Bleeding 
Love”) on four tracks, and Howard Benson (who usually 
works with emo bands like Hawthorne Heights and My 
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“Wait a minute-this licorice tastes electric-y.” 





Chemical Romance) on five others. 
She wrote or cowrote half of the 
album's 14 songs and tried her hand 
at producing for the first time on 
the closing track, “If No One Will 
Listen,’ an intricately orchestrated 
ballad in which a march dances 
with a string quartet beneath a 
driving guitar. 

All Ever Wanted is one of those 
rare albums embodying pop’s 
central tension between commercial 
demands and artistic ambition—a 
cool blast of wildly canny fun. It feels 
like a carefully (and brilliantly) 
plotted mix of pop construction and 
rock impulsiveness—of Breakaway 
and My December, you might say. 
BMG Chairman and CEO Barry 
Weiss agrees: “Breakaway was your 
ginormous pop album. My Decem- 
ber was an edgier sort of artist's 
piece. This album threads the needle 
and falls between the two.” But, 
according to Clarkson, this is less a 
masterstroke than a happy accident. 
“Nothing was thought out,” she says. 
“That is the weird thing. There 
wasn't really a plan for this album. 
I’m not a planner.” 

One of the best and most 
surprising things about the album 
is its range of beats, from the 
relentless pop-punk, remix-ready 
burrowing of “Whyyawannabring- 
medown’ to the stately “Nothing 
Compares 2 U"-inspired gait 
of “Already Gone,” but Clarkson 
disavows any intentionality on 


Kelly’s 
artes 


One used to sing with 
Color Me Badd. Oneis 
the guy from One- 





Republic who cowrote Leona Lewis’ “Bleeding 
Love.” One knows more about emodudesthan 


pop divas. And two are the Swedish guys who gave 
us “Since U Been Gone.” These aret 


emen Kelly 


Clarkson called onto produce a pop juggernaut, and 
these are some of their stories 


* “My Life Would Suck 
Without You" 

(OUUCED BY OR. LUKE \ 
MAX MARTIN |THE SWEDES) 
DR. LUKE: “Driginally, the 
50ng was more one-sided, 
but Kelly wanted to make 
itreciprocal—like his life 
would suck without her 
too—so we changed the 
plot. She's very strong- 
willed and she's earned 
the right to call the shots.” 


* “1 Do Not Hook Up" and 
“Don't Let Me Stop You" 
PROOULED BY HOWARO 
BENSON [COMPATRIOT OF MY 
CHEMICAL ROMANCE AND 
HAWTHORNE HEIGHTS] 

“Of the five songs! did on 
the album, ‘| Do Not Hook 
Up' has the most bells 
and whistles—synthesizers 
and things—to make it 
poptastic. But Kelly 
brought me onto make 
sure the rock side of her 
album was taken care of, 
so this song is alsovery 
guitar-driven. ‘Oon't Let 
Me Stop You' was originally 
more of an AGE track 

that Kelly wanted made 
into more of arock song." 


that score, too. “My sister pointed that out to me,’ she says. 


“It did not even cross my mind.” 


All! Ever Wanted completes a narrative arc of Clark- 
son's development as a commercial artist. The Idol who 
tried to be a rock hero becomes a superstar. The album 
covers tell the story of her evolution from the last record to 
this one: My December featured a full-length portrait ofa 
melancholic whose blood-red dress spilled down a ruined 
staircase. On All I Ever Wanted, Clarkson's airbrushed 
close-up shows a flawless, lollipop-licking temptress 
whose come-hither-look took an army of stylists and 


technicians to produce. 


Yet Kelly Clarkson, who says she cannot tell a lie, wants 
you to believe that the accepted story of her career so far 
isn't true. “There's not a lot of controversy with me, so I 
think if there's anything to grasp onto at all, people grasp on 
to itand blow it up. I haven't had any abnormal relation- 
ships with labels that other artists don’t have. And I love 
how selling 2.5 million albums is ‘unsuccessful.’ I’m like, if I 
could sell that with all the rest of my albums, I'd be happy.” 

Clarkson is a relaxed, observant conversationalist, but 


want variety. She goes on, “It's like, I 
read a book, you read a book, and 
you take what you got from it, and 
Pll take what I got from it, and that 
could be a completely different 
message. I just always want to be 
doing something different. I never 
want to be pigeonholed.” 

Talking about the roots of her 
appeal, though, Clarkson regains 
her footing. Audiences love 


American Idol, she explains, because “they get to pick, out of 
all these people, who they want to hear a record from. They 
invest in that. That’s why I'm here. Like, there's no other 
reason. They voted for me. They wanted to hear from me. 
They picked me. And it’s an honor, it’s flattering, and it’s fun. I 
love this job, and I love music, and honestly, this would be 
way too much hassle, for people to twist your words all the 
time, if I did not love music as much as I do. I would go back 
home—I got enough money—I‘d go back home and do 


» “Save You" and 
“Impossible” 

PROOUCED 8Y RYAN TEDOER 
(LEAO SINGER, ONEREPUBLIC] 
“| wrote ‘Save You’ for 

her years ago and tried to 
getiton My December 
but found owt she wasn't 
collaborating. So | said, 
‘All right, I'm going to wait. 
It's meant for her and no 
one else. With 'Ilmpos- 
sible’—you hear about 
artists that are writers but 
you're not sure how much 
writing actually takes 
place. But she's legit. The 
whole sentiment of that 
song js 100 percent her,” 


*“Whyyawannabringme- 
down" and “| Want You" 
WUUUL EL OY DOUS 
BIANCANIELLO Ant) SAM 
WATTERS |F 1! 


WATTERS: “On ‘Whyya- 
wannabringmedown' her 
voice israw ina way we're 
not used to hearing. You 
almost want to release it 
and not say whose nameit 
is—she could be the singer 
of some underground punk 
group. '| Want You’ is 
something Kelly wrote that 
reminded me of Santigold— 
just this quirky feel-good 
song. She's a great writer, 
and she could bea great 
producer if she wants. 


She's got perfect instincts,” 


something else. But lam earnest in 
talking of how much I just love 
music: When you get onstage, 
there's no B.S., and it’s just you and 
people singin back.” 

Kelly Clarkson is the sing-along 
star that you created. A uniter, nota 
divider. In her world, every day is 
Election Day, and she knows that if 
she wants to keep racking up votes, 
she has to remain roughly what she 
was when she first showed up in your 
living room—that accessible, 
forthright, plainspoken Texas girl 
who hit the big time by showing she 
could be a kind of human jukebox, 
able to sing all genres in a single hour. 

She seems to have internalized 
this lesson. She wants her work's 
meaning to be found in her audi- 
ence’s response to it, not in what she, 
or any journalist, has to say about it. 
It’s as if her alleged My December 
rebellion has taught her it’s OK to 
say she pees In the shower, but not to 
bare her soul, Though folksy, she 
keeps a feline distance, and does not 
confuse an interview with a heart- 
to-heart. The only question that 
appears to delight her is, How much 
are you worth? 

Asqueal, a kick ofher knee-high 
lace-up black Prada boots (the ones 
she wore in the “My Life Would 
Suck Without You” video), a reach 
over to give a playful charley 


horse, and her voice is stone-ground grits with cheese: “You 
mean, like money?! ’m—not—tellin—you!” 
With a stabbing glance, she purrs: “I love the way you 


phrased that...” 


when asked to describe the difference between the last album 
and the new one, her speech loops and wanders, as ifshe 

finds herself in a bind, tries to step around it and ends tangled 
up in platitudes. “People say, “What do you want to say on All 
Ever Wanted? The same thing I want to say on every album. I 
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Clarkson says fame prevents her from navigating her 
daily troubles the same way ordinary people do. She cannot, 
she says, attend church (“It’s hard for me to be comfortable 
in that environment, to let go and be in my own worship, 
without people going, ‘My God, I love your single! It’s my 
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favorite single right now!’ You know, while the pastor’s 
talking”) or see a shrink (“It’s very awkward. They know so 
much about you already”) or be a reliable friend (“You feel 
bad because you can't be there when all your friends get 
married, I’m not there when somebody needs a shoulder to 
cry on. I might be in Europe”). She does, however, do her 
best to keep in touch with her nearest and dearest, to the 
point of being “an iPhone-aholic.” 

“You always feel like you can always be a better friend,” she 
says. “And it kinda sucks when you feel like you can’t. 
Narvel’s been really good for me on that. He sees how 
trapped in that thinking you can get. When I started, people 
kept telling me, ‘You have to keep going, keep going, and I 
never took breaks.” 

Clarkson finally took a break one day last summer, when she 
realized that she had no work commitments for a while. Ona 
whim, she went to the Nashville airport with two of her best 
friends (her backup singers), looked at the flight schedules and 
hopped a plane to Europe. “We backpacked,” she says, 
chuckling. “But we backpacked to four-star hotels.” She loved 
the French Riviera, Switzerland 
and Florence; but her favorite stop 
was Venice, where she saw a chamber 
performance of Vivaldi’s “Four 
Seasons”: “And it looked like we were 
back in a period movie, they came 
in their period clothes, and it was the 
coolest thing I've ever done on a 
vacation. But I had nightmares that I 
kept drowning, because there was 
water everywhere. A city of water. I 
could never live there.” 

Water terrified her in Venice, 
but it calms her in Texas. At her 
house, on a 60-acre spread where 
she keeps her dogs and horses 
(the property is managed by her 
brother; her sister runs her fan 
club), Clarkson recently built a 
pond because she wanted to wake 
up and see water every morning. 

Next, she'll build an orchard, 
vegetable garden and Japanese garden. 

Still, for all the progress she’s made toward making herself 
at home in the world, romance continues to elude her. (The 
other question she dodges is, When’s the last time you had 
sex?: “I’m not telling you that. But momma didn’t raise no 
ho.”) She’s not a lesbian (thanks for asking), and in her 
whole life, she says, she’s only taken the initiative with 
dating a guy once. “And he said no. I was 18 years old, and I 
was crushed. So Lam like, J would never ask anyone out. Ne- 
verrr. No. This was the part that really crushed me: He's like, 
‘That's very cute of you. Then I got in my car, and I called my 
friend, and I was bawling on the phone to her: ‘Oh my God, 
he said how cute I was.” She remains, to put it mildly, gun- 
shy: “If I like someone, you'll never know. If I really 
genuinely like them, I’m never gonna say anything. I have to 
be chased. I have to know for a fact.” 

For Clarkson, as for everyone, love songs help feed the 
love-need during loveless times. For her first live perfor- 
mance of the year, she sang two of them in front of the 
pantheon of legends (Paul McCartney, Prince, Whitney 
Houston, Diddy) that convened at Clive Davis’ black-tie 
party the night before the Grammys: “My Life Would Suck 
Without You” and Janis Joplin’s “Piece of My Heart.” Joplin 
was the first artist Davis ever signed, and it’s tempting to 


“| DON’T 
REALLY 
LOOK AT 
MYSELF 
ASA 
STORY. 
THE WAY 
ISEEITIS, 
IVE BEEN 
DOING THE 
SAME 
THING ALL 
ALONG.” 


read Clarkson's choice of the song as both an olive branch 
to him and a reassertion of her desire to be an independent 
artist. Barefoot and growling, she dragged the mic stand 
across the stage as if it were a broken-legged boy. Without 
rancor, and with no small amount of pleasure, she says that 
after the party she was showered with compliments for the 
Joplin cover, but “nobody even mentioned “My Life Would 
Suck Without You.” 

The previous day, I’d mentioned to her that “My Life 
Would Suck Without You,” like several other songs on the 
album, actively embraced a flawed love, and asked if this 
was a theme of the record. 

She came alive at this, raised herself up, settled back down 
on the sofa and leaned forward: “Ohhh... But you say 
‘flawed, and I say ‘passionate.” 

OK, ‘flawed’ according to the Oprah-fied, pop-psych 
standards of healthy love. 

She answered with hunger: “I love that, though. I eat it up. I 
eat it up. When that song was originally sent to me, there 
were different lyrics, and Luke and Max got the biggest kick 
out of me calling them. The song was all about me saying 
sorry, and I was like, ‘First of all, ’'m never gonna be that girl 
in the relationship that says, like, Oh, it’s all me. I'm like, No. 
It’s a two-way street, buddy? I was like, ‘Why don’t you write 
the song, instead of me saying sorry, write it more like, We're 
both so horrible for each other, but we can't live without each 
other. Like, I. LOVE. THAT. It’s like Romeo and Juliet. It’s 
like Twilight—like Edward Cullen and Bella Swan. I want a 
love like that. I crave to be so passionately in love with 
someone that we can be arguing one minute and making love 
the next. That’s probably the artist in me, but I love the idea of 
that. And that’s probably why everybody is grabbing onto it. 
Everybody wants that, man: J can't stand you, but I could not 
live without you. I've never had that, and I want that. And we 
ended up making the song about that. I’ve never sung a song 
like that before,” she says. All this poured out with unques- 
tionable conviction, ending with a phrase on which float three 
adjectives so finely wrought they form a tiny self-portrait: “A 
sweet song that’s so feisty, and so perplexing.” 


“I’m locked in Cinderella’s castle, and I have to get 
downstairs to be with the other Idols,” Kelly Clarkson says, 
in mock distress. 

A week after we first talk, she calls from Walt Disney World 
in Orlando, where she and a few other Jdo/ alums are opening a 
new American Idol attraction. One last time I summarize the 
idol-hero-superstar myth, the story of her career that she 
insists is just not true. How does she feel about the fact that it’s 
going to keep on being told? Sighing, she says patiently, “If 
that’s what you wanna write, you know, that's fine. 

“I don’t look at myself as a story. The way I see it is, I’ve 
been doing the same thing all along, and yall get to hear 
what you're allowed to hear at different points.” 

It may be that simple, of course: She does what she does, 
she loves doing it, and she hopes you do, too. Though 
underneath, it’s possible to hear the story she disavows, the 
archetypal struggle between the artist (“I’ve been doing the 
same thing all along”) and the record company (“Y'all get 
to hear what you're allowed to hear”). Either way, it’s a 
reminder that, in spite of Jdo/, iTunes, MySpace—in spite 
of all the mongrel forces massed at the industry's palace 
gates—direct democracy remains, for the moment, a 
distant ideal in the music business. Even the elected star, 
at the end of the day, is another Cinderella in the corporate 
castle, trying to stay true to herself, and at the same time to 
enjoy the ball. @ 
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WE 
THE MWR Es are just starting to 


pick up when Jason Mraz pulls his black Toyota hybrid into the 
sand-speckled parking lot at the end of Surfrider Way, three 
longboards strapped to his roof rack and three more wedged in 
the backseat. It’s a Wednesday in February, 74 degrees, with 
nary a cloud in the sky. To the north, south and east lies the 
perfectly named Oceanside, California; to the west, the vast 
blue Pacific. Mraz slides out of the car, Ray-Ban aviators 
shielding his eyes from the midmorning sun. He extends a 
warm hand: “Hey man. Ready to shred?” 

Welcome to the latest installment of We Got Game, our ongoing 
series pitting a hapless Blender staffer (ahem) against a buff rock 
jock in an athletic pursuit of his or her choosing. Today's battle? A 
no-holds-barred surf-off with the 31-year-old Mraz, the SoCal 
singer-songwriter behind the breezy smash “I'm Yours.” A native 
Virginian, Mraz didn’t start riding waves until he was 26, which 
in surfing terms makes him a pretty late bloomer, But his five years 
of experience still put him approximately 4.9999 years ahead of 
yours truly—a surfing virgin whose experience with the sport is 
limited to watching Point Break on late-night Showtime. 

Thankfully, Mraz has brought along a friend, the awesome Katie 
Benson—part-time band manager, part-time law student, full- 
time surfing queen. Benson moonlights as a professional instructor, 
and she spends an incredibly efficient half-hour imparting the 
basics: the paddle, the pop-up, the mid-wave equilibrium. She nods 
approvingly at each successful demonstration—I feel better already. 

I jog down to join Mraz, who's doing a little pregame stretching. 
“Theres a lot of girls out today,” he says, scanning the beach. “That's 
good for us.” Because it means easier waves? Mraz shakes his head. 
“No, man—because it’s nice to have girls around.” 

He takes a seat in the sand, closes his eyes and bows his head. 
“T usually take this time to say a little prayer,’ he explains. “T think 
about how grateful I am to be here on this beautiful occasion, doing 
this free activity offered to us by Mother Nature, grateful 
that the evolution of the universe has brought us to this moment. 

I visualize the cool waves coming for us, and ask for safety 
for everyone in the water, all around the world.” He pauses for a 
moment of silent reflection, as the gulls circle overhead. 

“And now we surf.” 

It's just before noon when we paddle out. This is the Gentlemans 
Hour—the time of day when the breaks are at their mildest and 
the local hotshots are off at work or lunch. It’s a good time for 
beginners. The water is warm, the waves are clean and steady, and 
the only sound besides the white noise of the surfis a seal barking 
on anearby jetty. I do everything Katie taught me—watch for good 
bumps, time my paddles properly, pop up quick and stay low... 

Wipeout. Wipeout. Wipeout. 

Mraz, meanwhile, is catching wave after wave. A lady-killing 
singer-songwriter who can also totally rip? [ can't front: The dude is 
kind of'a hunk. And to make matters worse, he’s totally patient and 
encouraging. Ifthere’s one thing less beneficial to a man’s ego than 
standing next to Jason Mraz ina wet suit, it's standing next to Jason 
Mraz ina wet suit after he’s spent the last 10 minutes giving you “a 
little push to get you going.” What's surfer-speak for emasculating? 

Ifthis were a real competition, there'd be a panel of judges 
scoring us on a scale of 1 to 10, based on our speed, control, power 
and style. Instead, we devise a series of mini-challenges that don't 
require quite so much prowess. There's the Snot Rocket Showdown, 
in which we compete to see who can eject more salty mucus from 
his nasal cavity (point: Mraz!). The Dismount Faceoff, where a 
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propensity for tumbling off one’s board is actually an asset 
(point: Blender!). The Water Joust, in which we straddle our 
boards and try to topple each other into the drink (an 
awkward draw). And finally, a style-points competition that 
Mraz wins handily by catching a wave while freaking hula- 
hooping, for Kamehameha’s sake. (What, no fire?) 

To these untrained eyes, Mraz isn't half bad. He makes almost 
every wave he goes for and usually stays in the pocket all the way. 
Meanwhile, the one time I—improbably, miraculously—manage to 
catch a wave that he doesn't, he just “happens” to lose control of 
his board. I spin around just in time to see it come knifing through 
the foam and crash right into my thigh. “Sorry about that!” he shouts. 

It's one of the few times all day Mraz actually cracks a smile. It's 
not that he’s not a happy guy. It’s just that his vibe is serene almost 
to the point of affectlessness—as if even the mere act of laughing 
itselfis a violation of some doctrine of epic chillaxitude. 

“Surfing changed my life,” Mraz tells me as we're waiting for the 
next decent set, and he’s not exaggerating. As a teenager he was 
more drama dork than jock; he skated and played soccer, but mostly 
stuck to theater, starring in musicals like Joseph and the Amazing 
Technicolor Dreamcoat (as Joseph) and Youre a Good Man, Charlie 
Brown (as Snoopy). He'd been living in San Diego for five years 
before he finally worked up the nerve to give surfing a try, and when 
he did, the transformation was striking and immediate. He quit 
smoking and started going to the gym. He gave up McDonald's and 
eventually quit meat altogether. Now he speaks of his time in the 
water in the wondrous, reverent tones ofa religious convert. “It’s the 
best thing in the world, he says. Even better than sex? He ponders 
this. “Tt definitely lasts longer...” 

Here's a typical day in the life of Jason Mraz. He wakes up 
sometime between 6 and 8, depending on the tides and what he got 
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Clockwise from 
left: Practicing 

on dry land with 
Mraz and surf 
instructor Katie; 
“Last one inhasto 
listen to Jack 
Johnson!"; Mraz 
hitting us where it 
hurts—in the 
vocabulary. 


into the night before. He meditates for a while, maybe does a little 
yoga, blends himself'an avocado smoothie (he picks the avocados 
himself from a grove on his five-acre spread), and then makes the 
15-minute drive to the beach in Oceanside. He surfs for an hour 
or two, grabs a cup of coffee, then returns home for lunch and afew 
hours of work in his backyard recording studio. He'll tend to his 
garden (pumpkins, peppers, onions, carrots, sunflowers), play with 
his cat, Holmes (“as in ‘Peace out, Holmes!”), write in his journal, 
maybe painta little. When the sun sets, he and his roommates will 
make a nice dinner, invite some friends over and pass the evening 
“burning down a few doobies” and playing board games or watching 
DVDs. “My day is all about community and creativity,’ he says. 

If this all sounds a little new-age hippie-dippie, well, it is. Mraz is 
heavy into acupuncture, has a reading list that includes Brad 
Warner's Hardcore Zen and Paramahansa Yogananda’s Autobiogra- 
phy ofa Yogi, and says things like “righteous” and “I’m always 
looking to expand my consciousness” without irony. (Did I mention 
he lives in California?) His overriding philosophy is to find 
gratitude in every part of your life. “The more you enjoy yourself, the 


more joy you give out,” he says. “Like yesterday, I had to drive down 
to San Diego. Before I left, I gave thanks to everyone I would be 
sharing the freeway with. Even when a couple of dickheads cut me 
off, I was still grateful for the journey. 

Still, unlike some surfers, Mraz doesn’t do much communing with 
the mysticism of the waves. He loves the sport for its rawness. 
When I tell him I think I might have broken a toe, he claps. “That's 
great!” he says. “People talk about surfing like it's this peaceful, 
soothing thing, but I like when it kicks my ass. I've sliced my feet and 
palms on reefs, had my face slammed into the dirt, jammed my 
pinkie and had to yank it back into place, popped my ears so hard I 
thought I'd gone deaf. It’s like being baptized: You go under, and 
you resurface as a better person.” 

After two hours of surfing, it’s clear who the victor is. But Mraz, 
generous soul that he is, agrees to a follow-up battle, something a 
little more in our wheelhouse. We settle on Scrabble (words! yes!) 
and retire to a local coffee shop run by his friend Valley for a game. 

But it soon becomes apparent that Mraz plays Scrabble with even 
more competitive fire than he surfs. For instance—did you know 
he just spent a month backpacking in the Andes, during which time 
he played Scrabble almost every day? Because we did not! Nor had 
he mentioned that he met his last girlfriend playing Scrabble online, 
or that he keeps a handwritten journal of all his games, or that he 
carries a Scrabble board pretty much everywhere, or that he wears a 
leather necklace adorned with—no kidding—J and M Scrabble 
tiles. Is Jason Mraz a Scrabble hustler? All signs point to Y-E-S. 

Mraz Scrabbles with the same purposeful calm he showed 
in the water. We volley: Fory. Exalt. Rancor. Quote. Codeine. He 
steadily opens up a sizable lead, snagging bonus square after 
bonus square while coolly nibbling on a vegan brownie. (Though 
he’s been on a raw-food diet—nothing cooked, nothing pro- 
cessed—for about a year, he occasionally indulges, “and a 
brownie sounds really fucking good right now. Plus, I had a colonic 
yesterday, so I've got plenty of room.”) Then—with a cockiness, 

a meanness, heretofore undisplayed—he plays a four-letter syn- 
onym for tease or joke that also happens to be the first name 

of yours truly, My own name, turned against me for 22 points! It's 
the Scrabble equivalent of surfing with a hula hoop. 

Conveniently for someone whos winning by almost 100 points, 
Mraz says he has to take off early. We agree to shorten the game: 
First to 250 wins. (Although a few days later we check the official 
rule book of the National Scrabble Association. From section V.J.2., 
Forfeits and Byes: “Ifyou must leave a game in progress, and the 
game cannot be postponed to a time convenient to all, you receive a 
forfeit loss for that game.” Hear that, Mraz? A forfeit loss! Put 
that in your Banzai Pipeline and smoke it!) 

But in the spirit of today, we're keeping things cooperative and 
Zen, Mraz studies the board, studies his letters. “Oh, dude, you're 
not going to believe this,” he says. He picks up five tiles and lays down 
the coupe de grace: surfed. Counting the double word score, it’s 
worth 20 points, which brings him to an even 250. “People are gonna 
think we made this up!” he says. But we didn’t, and the final 
score stands: Jason Mraz 250, Blender 145. 

“Sometimes, he says, “the universe just lines up.” @ 
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DON'T QUITTHEIR DAY JOBS.HERE, THE BREAK: Pearl jam's THE BREAK: After years THE BREAK: Surfing THE BREAK; The Stooges 

THREE OF THEIR BIGGEST eco-friendlyfrontmanhas  inreclusion, the Beach after school, the 17- star pioneers real crowd- 

WIPEQUTS-ANDONEGNARLYRIP = to be rescued bya Kiwi Boyssingerappearsinan year-old erstwhile pro surfing at the Cincinnati 
lifeguard after he's SNL sketch with Dan surfer and future beach- Pop Festival, standing 
carried out 250 feet bya Aykroyd and John blueskingcollideswitha verticallyonthe 


riptide while surfing off 
the New Zealand coast 
with Crowded House's 
Tim Finn. 


Belushi, who, dressed 

as surf police, cite him 
for “avoiding surfboards, 
surfing and surf.” 


coral reef in Hawaii, 
knocking out his front 
teeth and requiring more 
than 150 stitches. 


audience (and spreading 
peanut butter on his 
chest!). Everyone since is 
just boogie boarding. 
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THE HARRISON // BEATLE CHILDREN HAVE BEEN 
USED AND BRUISED BY THE MUSIC BUSINESS. 
S50 DHANI HARRISON-THE PHYSICAL REINCARNATION 
OF HIS DAD, GEORGE—-HAS A NEW PLAN // BY JASON GAY 
PHOTOGRAPHS BY FRANCESCO CARROZZINI 


(GOVE: SYMBOLS FOR THE NOTES CHA AND A FROM INDIAN RAGA MUSIC // ILLUSTRATION BY POMME CHAN 


THERE'S JUST NO ESCAPING IT. 

You see him and whoa, it’s right there, the whole, 
haunting physical package—the dark brown eyes, 
sunken cheeks, floppy chestnut hair and reserved 
mouth. He's thin and slightly shorter than the old man, 
and today he's wearing a modish skinny leather jacket 
and tight denims, just like all the SoCal rockers inside 
the Santa Monica guitar store wee visiting. But the 
overall visual effect of Dhani Harrison is undeniable: 

That's gotta be George Harrison’ kid. 

He's comfortable with it, he really is—there’s no 
awkward toe-tapping around the subject, which I 
realize when a friendly dude behind the counter 
mentions his late father’s most famous solo album, A// 
Things Must Pass. 1 almost cringe; Dhani nods politely 
and smiles. Even if Dhani, 30, has got his own band 
now, thenewno2—it's cool, it’s fine. Not that being the 
son of a Beatle has always been easy—“You get a very 
long shadow cast over you,’ Dhani later admits—but it’s 
his DNA, man. People are always going to notice the 
way he looks, the way he talks, his mannerisms. It’s futile 
to ignore it. Notes producer Jeff Lynne, who was one 
of George's closest friends: “I don’t like saying this, 
because it’s a real drag for him to keep being compared 
to someone of George's stature, but Dhani’s very 
much like his dad in so many ways.” 

But there are other Dhani Harrison stories to tell. 
Specifically, what's going on with thenewno2, which 
last year released a trippy headphone album called 
You.Are Here. Composed of Dhani and his childhood 


friend Oli Hecks, thenewno2 have a sound that owes 
more to Radiohead and Massive Attack than anything 
by the Beatles. To date the band has kept a low profile, 
putting out You.Are Here on its own through iTunes and 
turning down high-profile gigs in favor of smaller 
stages. But now, having found its comfort level —“We've 
always thought the music should be ready, instead 
of forcing it,” says Hecks—the band is rolling out You Are 
Here as aCD and is set to embark on amore ambitious 
tour that will take them to Coachella and Lollapalooza. 
The latter gig represents a personal triumph for Dhani. 

“My dad never let me go to Lollapalooza,” says Dhani, 
who recalls pleading with his father to go to the festival 
when he was 15. “He thought I was going to end up 
with a shaved head, tattoos on my face and pissed out of 
my head. I think he was just afraid I'd take a load of 
psychedelic drugs like he did. 

“He'd say, ‘You're only allowed to go to Lollapalooza if 
youre playing.” Dhani pauses. “He'd still joke about that 
if he was around.” 


DHANI, WHOSE NAME, PRONOUNCED DANNY, 
originates from the sixth and seventh notes on the 
Indian music scale (dha and ni), grew up an only child 
in Friar Park, his family’s sprawling gothic estate in 
Henley-on-Thames outside London. He likes to say 
that he had a “very normal upbringing,” but it’s fair to 
point out that the houseguests were stellar. Bob 
Dylan, Eric Clapton, Tom Petty and Jeff Lynne were 
family friends. So were Monty Python's Eric Idle and 
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Gordon Murray, the Formula One car designer (Dhani and his 
father were car-racing fanatics), and, of course, there were 
Dhani’s uncles in the Beatles. Though Dhani's classmates would 
chase him around singing “Yellow Submarine,” he says that as 

a kid, the significance of his father’s former job was lost on him: 
“Tnever ‘realized’ my father was in the Beatles. It was always 

a part of my life—they were always around, like it was family.” 


Despite that bloodline, Dhani had his musical rebellions—the first 


record he bought was (Hey You) the Rock Steady Crew by the Rock 
Steady Crew, which he promptly destroyed by dj-scratching on a 
Fisher Price record player. George Harrison was not a fan of hip-hop 
but, Dhani says, Bob Dylan made it alittle safer for him to bring the 
music into the house: “During the Traveling Wilburys time, Bob 
was listening to N.W.A and Public Enemy and saying it was the only 
real stuff out there, so I got away with it.” 

Ofcourse, Dhani got a classical rock education, too. He spent 


many afternoons in the Friar Park home studio, helping Dad tinker 


with songs and learning guitar from a formidable line of Obi-Wans. 
The first time he played live was with his dad before 50,000 people 
at the Tokyo Dome. He was 13. “Now I'm back down to playing little 
shitty gigs,” he says, laughing. “I’m a musical Benjamin Button— 

I'll end up playing by myselfat a pub in front of four people.” 

It's mid-afternoon, and Dhani is drinking tea upstairs at the 
modest, two-floor Santa Monica office he keeps with his mother, 
Olivia. The office, which is used mostly to manage the Harrison 
family estate (estimated at $155 million at the time of George's 
death), contains a dizzying array of George Harrison and Beatles 
memorabilia. On adesk sits a pile of cases labeled TRAVELING 
WILBURYS: MASTER TAPES. In the stairwell hangs a four-portrait 
John/Paul/George/Ringo montage by painter David Oxtoby, 
originally intended as art for the Beatles’ Anthology retrospective. 

Dhani is a genial host, energetically fluttering from subject to 
subject, showing pronounced interest when the conversation roams 
beyond music to technology. There's more polymath to him than 
rock star—“My friends say I have the soul of a 14-year-old Japanese 
girl,’ he confesses. Rather than pouring out of bars into blacked-out 
SUVs, he spent a good deal of his adolescence glued to computer 
games like F/4-18 Interceptor. “Il wouldn't say Dhani’ a full-on nerd, 
but we're both geeky in terms of our interests in technology and 
science,’ says Hecks, who has known him since Dhani was 13. 

After boarding school, Dhani attended Brown University, where 
he studied physics and industrial design, was briefly a coxswain 
on the crew team and roomed with Christopher Reeve's son 
Matthew. The highlight, he says, was a NASA-funded workshop 
he attended at the nearby Rhode Island School of Design. 
“Designing for space was the best thing you could do,” he recalls. 
“Tt was real out-there kind of stuff. Kitchens and chairs don't 
work in space. You turn a door handle in space, you go around, 
and the door handle stays there.” Following college, Dhani 
went to work for Gordon Murray's Formula One team, assisting 
Murray in his partnership with Mercedes and working on 
projects like the still unreleased T25 city car. 

Dhani admits that his design ambition was at least partly 
motivated by a desire to grow beyond the family business: “That's 
why I did so much sport, and went to university—to make sure, 


WORLO'S GREATEST 
DAO Ohani Harrison 
today [far left] and 
father George on 

me SAL in late 1976, “I 
looove my father’s 
music, Dhani says. 
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at the end of the day, that if I wanted to go be a musician, I had all 
this other stuff that I'd done, so I wouldn't be left out to dry. 

“Lalso watched what happened to a lot of the other kids,” Dhani 
continues. “Zak (Starkey, Ringo Starr's son], Sean [Lennon, John’s 
son], Stella [MeCartney, Paul's daughter | have succeeded, but 
it’s Stella who's the one who's not being compared to her father, 
because her father’s not a fashion designer. Whereas Zak will always 
be compared to Ringo because he’s adrummer. And Sean will be 
compared to John because he’s a singer-songwriter. But my dad was 
never a designer.” 

Despite his low-profile career choices, Dhani couldn't ever fully 
escape the attention that comes from being a Beatle child. The band, 
and its extended family, remains a global media fascination. There 
were darker fears, too—John Lennon, of course, was murdered by a 
deranged stalker, and in 1999, Dhani’s own parents were attacked 
bya knife-wielding intruder inside Friar Park. 

But, Dhani says, his father shielded him from most of the glare. 

“T never did anything with the press,” he says. “I spent all my time 
hiding in a big garden somewhere, working on computers and doing 
my own thing until | wasn't afraid. I managed to get through all 
those teenage years without having a big slanderous story on me.” 
He laughs. “Not that I didn’t do bad things and get away with it.” 

Eventually, Dhani migrated back to his father’s trade. When 
George Harrison died in November 2001 from lung cancer and a 
brain tumor, there was a surge of interest in Harrison’s solo work. 
Dhani re-immersed himselfin his father’s songs, working with Jeff 
Lynne to complete his dad’s unfinished final album, Brainwashed. 
On the title song, Dhani double-tracked his own vocals behind 
his father's voice chanting the Hindu mantra “Namah Parvati,” and 
the effect was eerie. 

After Brainwashed, Dhani and his mother helped organize a 
tribute show modeled after his father's famous Concert for 
Bangladesh benefit. That night at London's Royal Albert Hall, a 
24-year-old Dhani performed “While My Guitar Gently Weeps” 
alongside Ringo and Paul, as well as Lynne and Clapton. From his 
piano, McCartney couldn't help but note the resemblance: 

“Olivia just said that with Dhani onstage, it looks like we all got 
old and George stayed young.” 


BY THE TIME OF GEORGE’S DEATH, THENEWNO2 WAS UP AND 
running—primarily as a graphic-design outfit managed by Dhani 
and Hecks (among other projects, they did all the cover art for 
Brainwashed). The band was a more gradual evolution. Songs 
were cobbled together on laptops, and the album was assembled 
on Pro Tools before the band had it remastered at Abbey Road. 
The final result, You Are Here, swerves from conscientious guitar 
rock (the big-oil-taunting “Choose What You Watch”) to beady, 
ambient mood songs (“Another John Doe”). 

Dhani says his father always told him, “Own everything, don’t sell 
to anyone, don't have any partners—just do it yourself? and that 
advice has guided thenewno2. Given Dhani’s pedigree, every label 
was curious to meet with him, but with the industry in disarray (not 
to mention the bad label experiences of Beatle kids like Julian and 
Sean Lennon), he and Hecks began exploring releasing an album on 
their own, But that, too, gave Dhani pause. “I was very concerned it 
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“No, seriously, what up, dog?” 


would look like a vanity project—that people would think I was just 
paying to get everything done,” Dhani says. “But you really can’t 
throw money at a problem like releasing a record and make it stick. 
You have to do it grassroots, and you have to do it right.” 

Still, it’s obvious that Dhani’s last name will always be a curiosity, 
and it has undoubtedly given his band a kick start. Thenewno?2 is 
a less modest operation now: The band has expanded to five 
members for the tour, and a publicist has been retained, along with 
the William Morris Agency. The group played Conan O'Brien in 
February, and reviews of thenewno2’s music have been quite 
positive, carefully pointing out the distinct musical chasm between 
Harrison pére and fils. “If we were playing bluesy, acoustic-guitar 
rock in the style of his dad, you'd get that [father-son] comparison, 
and it'd be a lot harsher,’ Hecks says. “You'd kind of set yourself up.” 

“I think Dhani’s done well to keep under the radar and avoid all the 
traps,” Lynne says. George was always suspicious of his own fame, 
Lynne adds: “His father probably taught him not to get engulfed in 
all that celebrity stuffand concentrate on his music.” 

Besides, thenewno2—which takes its name from the old British 
TV show The Prisoner—is just too out there to satisfy anyone looking 
for a Beatles fix. Dhani says he noticed a number of Beatle-philes 
when thenewno2 began a residency at L.A’s Key Club last fall, but 
by the end of the month, “you could count the Beatle fans on three 
fingers—they'd been replaced by kids.” When it’s suggested that 
there may be fans of thenewno2 who have no idea who Dhani’s 
father is, Dhani smiles: “Good!” 

“I looove my father’s music,” he says. “I'm the hugest fan of the 
Beatles, and I love my dad’s solo stuff—but not a lot of it really relates 
to me in terms of the music that I make.” 

Dhani’s adventurous taste has also influenced the Beatles 
catalogue. Not long ago, he pushed to give the Wu-Tang Clan 
permission to reinterpret “While My Guitar Gently Weeps.” 
While the Fab Four surely never imagined the lyric “This 
motherfucker got balls, even the gall to try pattin’ me up” in one 


of their songs, Dhani joined Wu-Tang maestro RZA in the studio 
to add guitar to the track. “Dhani’s just a cool dude who's very 
secure in himself, RZA says. “Even though he’s the son of George 
Harrison, he doesn’t use that as a badge. He’s worked hard to 
build his own name.” 

More recently, Dhani has been holed up in another studio, 
consulting on the highly anticipated Rock Band: The Beatles, due 
at the end of the year. “The game blows my mind—it’ infinitely 
better than Rock Band 2,” Dhani says. 

Rock Band: The Beatles is an uncharacteristic foray—to date, 
the Beatles have avoided new media (theyre still not on iTunes), 
and the general operating philosophy with the band’s music is 
cautious. Dhani has urged a more open-minded approach. To get 
the rest of the surviving members to sign on to Rock Band, 
he created a demo of the game using his father’s solo music. He 
understands the wariness about a digital deal, but it leaves the 
Beatles as the final holdouts of a digital wave that’s swept up all 
other resisters, from Led Zeppelin to Metallica. “Meanwhile,” 
says Dhani, “we're losing money every day. So what do you do? You 
have to have your own delivery system, or you have to do a good 
deal with Steve Jobs. But he says that a download is worth 99 
cents, and we disagree.” 

There's alot on Dhani’s wiry shoulders right now: anew album, 

a tour, a historic video game with Earth’s most beloved band. Such 
pressures have eaten up many a rock-star spawn, but you get the 
feeling he can handle the load. Partly it’s his confidence (“T've always 
been a big overachiever,’ he says). Partly it’s the privileged but 
grounded family environment in which he grew up, and his comfort 
with his floppy-haired genes. But it’s also the fact that Dhani Harri- 
son—whose last name is forever associated with rock’s glorious 
past—has a charming fearlessness about the future. Asked ifhe feels 
born before his time, Dhani looks pleased. “Yeah, maybe I am a bit 
ahead of the curve,” he says, after taking a sip of tea. “I think I could 
have benefited from anti-gravity robots and that sort of stuff” @ 
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“MY EGO’S NOT REALLY THEENEMY,” Bono confides on the new U2 album. “It's like 
asmall child crossing an eight-lane highway/On a voyage of discovery. Eight 
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Star Power 





IMMODESTY FUELS A GREAMALIENATED lanes? Keep counting, boyo. All over this record, he paves whole new inter- 
ALBUM FROM THE UNIVERSE!S | states of ego, with exit ramps darting in and out of every verse, and that’s exactly 
BIGGEST ROCK BAND BY ROBSHEFFIELD how it should be. The days are gone when U2 were trying to keep it simple—at this 


point, the lads have realized that over-the-top romantic grandiosity is the style that 

suits them, 80 they come on like the cosmic guitar supplicants they were born to be. 
No Line on the Horizon is U2's third killer in a row—by now, it’s bizarre to remember 

that just 10 years ago, everybody thought they were headed toward the dinosaur » 
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band tar pits. But ever since they went from midlife crisis to midlife rejuve- 
nation, with Ad/ That You Can't Leave Behind, they ve been ona roll. Here, 
they go for the abstract, Euro vibe of Achtung Baby or The Unforgettable Fire, 
piling on the cathedral-size keyboards. Brian Eno and Daniel Lanois are 
back on hand, giving the production a dub-like reverb without quashing the 
momentum. One song (“Fez— Being Born”) rolls along on the melodic poin- 
tillism of minimalist composer Steve Reich; while another (‘T'll Go Crazy 
if Don't Go Crazy Tonight”) bites the piano hook from Journey’s “Faithfully,” 
and that gives a rough picture of how far U2 range on Horizon. 

“Moment of Surrender” is the high point—seven minutes of Bono in 
gospel mode, lost in the late-night city (“I was speeding on the subway/ 
Through the stations of the cross”), questing for salvation and finding it in 
Adam Clayton’s bass. The Edge fleshes out the yearning with some 
piercing crazy-diamond guitar. It’s the kind of gimme-divinity anthem that 
U2 cut their teeth on, except it really does seem like they've gotten better 
at these songs now that they've picked up some bummed-out adult grit. 
Bono actually sounds seared of something in this song, and whether his 
nightmares are religious or sexual, the fear gives his voice some heft. 
Compared to “Moment of Surrender,’ “I Still Haven’t Found What I’m 
Looking For” just sounds like a callow kid trying to snag a date at Bible camp. 

“Unknown Caller” is another vivid picture of spiritual jet lag—usu- 
ally when rock stars use their cell phones as metaphors, it seems like they got 
bored at the airport, but this one truly puts on the chill. Bono reaches 
Bowie-in-Berlin levels of arty alienation (“I had driven to the scene of the 
accident/And I sat there waiting for me”), while the guitars crackle in the 
album's finest Edgemanship. “Get On Your Boots” is a manic low-end rocker 
ala “Vertigo,” with phased ’70s-style synths, buzzing guitar and a breath- 
less vocal from Bono that brings back fond memories of the days when the 
Edge tried to rap. (All the talk about “sexy boots,’ community, joy, war, Satan 
and bomb scares—well, it’s typical of the jumble of eroticism, politics and 
spirituality that defines this album, and, probably, Bono's BlackBerry. ) The 
songs get slower and less compelling toward the end; that’s how U2 always 
pace things. Yet they achieve liftoffin the rockers, especially “No Line on the 
Horizon” (yet another lonely party girl who 
wants more than a party) and “Magnificent” 
(yet another hymn to the powers of love). 

You can hear Eno’s touch all over: “Moment 
of Surrender” opens with an organ solo 
straight from “The Big 
Ship,’ on his 1975 classic 
Another Green World. But 
it's Bono who dominates. 
He hasn't crammed in this 
many words per song in 
over 10 years—to be spe- 
cific, since the least-loved 
item in the U2 catalogue, 
Pop, the grim, slow, mor- 
bid flop they tried and 
failed to sell as their ironic 
techno statement. The dif- 
ference now is that theyre 
no longer apologizing for 
their messy emotions or 
their lofty ambitions. Ego 
really isn’t their enemy— 
it’s their instrument, and 
on No Line on the Horizon 
they just plugit in and play. 







SAINT OR SINGER? 

U2's frontman is a humanitarian committed 
to many social causes, including the AIDS 
pandemic and the plight of Africa. So which of 
these lines comes from... 
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3. “When you are in 4, “Anger and intolerance 
a minority of one, are the twin enemies of 
the truth is the truth.” correct understanding.” 


5. “Today's trouble is 6. "l'm a bit drunk, | 
enough for today." might fall down.” 
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WE HAVE GOOD NEWS 
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AMADOU & MARIAM 
WELCOME TO MALI 
kiki 
NONESUCH 
The cutest couple in African pop 
expands its utopian vision 
> Pop has a crappy marital histary: 
Whitney and Bobby, Biggie 
and Faith, Britney and K-Fed. But 
husband-and-wife duo Amadou 
and Mariam's 2005 CD Dimanche a 
Bamako was a vision of world- 
hugging harmony. Amadou's 
desert-breeze blues suitar and 
chesty testifying blended into 
Mariam's cheery meditations: love 
and politics were casually mulled; 
and producer Manu Chao's groove 
palette gave it all aone-world 
optimism. Here, Chao is replaced 
by a cluttered control-room of 
collaborators—includine Somalia- 
born rapper K’naan and Damon 
Albarn (applying the Gorillaz synth- 
drift treatment on “Sabaili"). The 
diversity isn't as effortless, but the 
pushier, poppier beats dislodge 
A&M from their polite safety zone; 
Amadou's guitar suddenly grinds, 
and songs like the slow stalker's 
plea "! Follow You (Nia Na Fin)” 
have dark urgency. Happy-toegether 
gorgeousness? It's in there. But 
the strange stuff makes their bliss 
more earned. 
JOM DOLAN 
DOWNLOAD “Sabali,”"| Follow You 


i 7 es 
[Nia Na Fin 


AN HORSE 
REARRANGE BEDS 
kee 
MOM & POP 
Australian indie-rock 
duo turns bad boyfriends into 
bewitching poetry 
> “It's OK to fall down, it's OK 

to crumble; Kate Cooper 
proclaims at the start of Reorrange 
Beds—an appropriate epigram 
fora suite of sones about how ta 
lose your boyfriend without 
losing your shit. Over skeletal guitar 
and drums, An Horse balance 
scruffy musicianship with offbeat 
melodic beauty as Cooper 
narrates the day-to-day drama of 
a flailing relationship. Riding a 
wave of strangled riffs, “Postcards” 
is a gripping meditation on 
physical and emotional distance. 
On “Horizons, images of a boat, 
a book and a map converee to 
produce a haunting metaphor 
for belonging. But musing can pro- 
tect Cooper only so lone—on the 
hushed closing track, lovesick disil- 
lusionment has finally gotten 
the best of her, and she allows her- 
self a good cry. 
TIM GRIERSON 
DOWNLOAD ‘Listen, “Postcards 
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NEKO CASE 

MIDDLE CYCLONE 

kee 

ANTI- 

Whales, wind and ancient 

Egyptians battle for redheaded 

singer's affections 

> Neko Case earned her cult in the 
‘90s with a brash vocal belt 

that beat both honky-tonk and power 

pop into grateful submission. 

On her past two albums, she's grown 

weirder and wiser. Case is older 

and less unbathed than the freak- 

folk set, but she shares their 

devotion to folklore and nature— 

she created part of Miggle Cyclone 

in her Vermont barn. With the help 

of a frog chorus and an “orchestra” 

of six derelict pianos, plus melodic 

populism, spaghetti-Western riffs 

and jokes ("The next time you 

say ‘forever, | will punch you in your 

face"), she’s made a record about 

ecology and love—mainly, the way 

narcissism and fear block mutual 

recognition, between sexes or across 

species. She takes on the POVs of 

a peckish killer whale, an amorous 

tornado and a 16-year-old newlywed 

who yearns fora pharaoh but gets 

only a guy, Her dream-cinema tales 

can meander, but Case's voice 

will lay you flat, sure as any storm. 

CARLWILSON 

DOWNLOAD 7 his Tornado Loves You.” 

‘The Pharaohs,” “Don't Forget Me 


ASTONISHING 

FACT! BRAD 
PITT HAS CITED CHRIS 
CORNELLAS AN 
INSPIRATION; PITT 
CHANNELED CORNELL'S 
AGGRESSION IN PRE- 
PARING FOR HIS ROLE 
AS THE WARRIOR 
ACHILLES IN TROY. 


CHRIS CORNELL 
SCREAM 
kk 
INTERSCOPE/MOSLEY MUSIC 
Soundgarden and Audioslave 
singer swaps grunge for club beats 
Chris Cornell produced by 
Timbaland: album-oriented, 
wounded rock authenticity 
meets squigely, attention-deficit 
hip-hop tricksterism. Their 
collaboration suggests a nice philo- 
sophical dissonance, but only in 
theory. In practice, Scream is nearly 
awful: a Vegas-y shpritz of synth 
orchestras, mock-Asiatic wails and 
sitars, board-certified cheese-ball 
rock-guitar solos ripping off Journey 
and U2, tragically clumsy lyrics 
("You've got a fatal flaw/Skeleton 
made of straw; “Why you keep 
screaming at the top of yo' head?”) 
and Cornell's phlegmy wail, which 
has never sounded more labored. 
(Except when he's singing hip-hop 
chants: Then he just sounds like 
a guy in the wrone studio.) There are 
a few ideas that stick to the brain, 
like the powerfully gathering chorus 
of “Time; or the ring shout leading 


to the rubbery new-wave intro 

of “Ground Zero.” But there'd better 
be: This is Timbaland, folks. 

BEN RATLIFF 

DOWNLOAD “Time 


CURSIVE 

MAMA, I'M SWOLLEN 

trek 

SADDLE CREEK 

Literate band from Nebraska 

performs autopsies on romances 

that died suspiciously 

> In his 14 years fronting Cursive, 
Tim Kasher has distinguished 

himself as a relentless crime-scene 

investigator of millennial hook-up 

angst, besting the featherweight 

he said/she said of other emo-teers 

and instead delving into the 

psychological viscera of relation- 

ships. After the widescreen 

storytelling of 2006's Happy Hollow, 

Kasheris back to the microscope 

and black light, using willful 

musical twists to tear apart his own 

thirtysomething hypocrisy an 

this ambitious, kinda-grossly-titled 

sixth CO. “I wanna unlearn what 

I've learned ... find a placelcan't be 

found; he moans on the jaunty, 

horn-drenched “Caveman; and on 

the histrionic “Mama, I'm Satan” 

he confesses, “Every record |'ve 

written has left me smitten/A career 

in masturbation.” Sure, the tone 

is serious—hello, planet/placenta 

comparisons!—but as with any 

gory crime scene, it’s awfully hard to 

turn away. 

ANDY GREENWALD 

DOWNLOAD From the Hips,” “Caveman” 


DAN DEACON 

BROMST 

kek 

CARPARK 

Bespectacled Baltimore supergeek 

has turned himself into the prince 

of the ecstatic electro carnival 

& Listening to Dan Deacon's 
160-bpm exertions can put you 

in mind of that Soved by the Gell 

episode where Jessie Spano gets 

hooked on caffeine pills and can't 

stop singing "I'm So Excited.” 

The Baltimore electronic composer's 

beats are manic, exuberant and 

overstuffed with ‘80ssynth-pop >> 


ETTA JAMES 
HER BEST 
MIA UK 
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Great singer, 
bashful streaker. 





So Movin’ On 


IDOL FIXES CAREER TROUBLES BY JON DOLAN 


SUFFERING ARTISTS USUALLY Suffer because nobody likes them. 
Kelly Clarkson suffered because everybody did. A blast of 
carbonated acrimony like her 2004 hit “Since U Been Gone” 
comes only once every millennium or so, and it united pop 
addicts and rock snobs, schoolkids and morteage slaves, 
Macs and PCs, When she followed it with My December, a disc 
of introspection written by Clarkson sans professional 
sonewriters, herrecord label freaked and sales sank, Had an 
unpretentious darling become a “difficult artist”? 

On her third album, Clarkson finds a Third Way: She makes nice 
with the pop machine and takes back the mall while keeping her 
integrity and personality intact, Top-of-the-line tune mechanics 
(including “Since U Been Gone” coauthor Max Martin) return for 
a high-octane mix that bounces between disco, emo and punk, 
Gwen Stefani lilt, Coldplay sweep and Katy Perry pissiness. 

In almost every setting, Clarkson is still her brassy, blues- 
weaned self, and she retains her talent for dropping emotional 
A-bombs in the shifting space between romantic exhilaration and 
ruination, mega-sizing ambivalence. On “| Oo Not Hook Up” 
(cowritten by Perry) she wields modesty like a warrior's shield 
("| do not come cheap!"). On "My Life Would Suck Without You; 
she's resilient while celebrating a “so dysfunctional” relationship. 

Sometimes her vocal oomph gets reduced or technologically 
fuzzed out amid all the stylistic wardrobe changes. But she 
ably sinks her chops into a Franz Ferdinand funk groove on “All 
| Ever Wanted” and does Uncharacteristically Playful quite well 
on bubbly struts like “Ready” and "| Want You.” 

Of course, the girl who won the inaugural American idol with the 
send-in-the-clowns soppy ‘A Moment Like This” also unabash- 
edly loves to wield the Thar Hammer of monster ballads—which is 
to say, she's happiest when she's overwroveht. And the ballads on 
All Ever Wonted are big enough to block out the sun. On “Already 
Gone’ she revels in fatalism ("We were always meant to say good- 
bye") as cannon drums announce the death of hope. On “Cry,” 
breaking up triggers an eye-flood of biblical proportion. Alone at 
her piano on the album-endine "If No One Will Listen’ she 
counsels, “Maybe no one told you there is streneth in your tears, 
as much to herself as anyone else, Love—like the music biz—is full 
of sacrifice and pain. But no pain, no gain, 

DOWNLOAD “My Life Would Suck Without You. “lUoNotAHapk Up “Wont 
Let Me Stop You" 
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A TALE OF RAPE, ADEMON AND DROWNINGS, TOLD 
WITH AN EXCESS OF ERUDITION BY BEN SISARII 


* 


= 


The Decemberists: 
Champions of the Oregon 
Paintball League 
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THE STOCK VOCABULARY of rock—verbal as well as musical—has 
always been too limited and confinine for Colin Meloy. And 
really, why shouldn't a smart sonewriter rhyme foldera/ and 
chaporral, or set Irish mythological epics to 18-minute sone 
suites? Cleverness, delivered with awink to anyone joining in the 
sesquipedalian hijinks (for true fans, a dictionary is never far), 
earned the Decemberists the top spot ina 2006 vote by NPR 
listeners and gave Meloy unusual bragging rights: He's the 
tweedy wizard who used a hint of satire to revive the impossibly 
uncool ogre of Jethro Tull-vintage progressive rock, 

Somewhere along the way, though, Meloy forgot that the 
Achilles’ heel of Tull and their pals was taking all those Roman 
numerals and forest soliloquies wooogy too seriously, With 
the laborious mereer of Japanese folklore and Shakespeare on 
2006's The Crane Wife, Meloy's wink began turnine into a 
furrow, and cleverness overwhelms the humorless The Hozords of 
Love, amedieval romance that feels like homework. 

Insome ways, this is the band's most accomplished album. A 
carefully and elaborately composed cycle, it weaves twinkling 
pastoral motifs and thunderous climaxes, recalling metal-folk- 
Hobbit amaleams like Led Zeppelin’s “The Battle of Evermore.” 

But Meloy’s love of archaic wordplay degenerates into a 
distracting tic ("The prettiest whistles won't wrestle the thistles 
undone"), and the story line doesn't justify its treatmentin 
17 parts: Wee Margaret is raped by ademon diseuised as a fawn, 
then abducted; she's saved by boyfriend William, but they 
drown inariver, Alone the way, Meloy drops in superfluous 
references to eighth-century Welsh history and crowing corncrakes. 

The harpsichord and children's choirin "The Hazards of Love 
3 (Revenee!)” are clichés of British progressive rock. But that's 
not what makes the album dull—Meloy, after all, made his name 
by breathing life into clichés: It's the hollowness that emerges 
once you realize that what matters isn’t the story being told, 
or the feelings expressed, or even the music itself but rather the 
glossary. And that’s falderal. 

DOWNLOAD’ | hie Makes Sonu 
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squigeles. As jessie learned, 

too much cheercan make for its 
own sort of prison, and on his 
second album, Deacon mercifully 
unclenches the tempo a smidee, 
makine space for dazzlingly 
textured drones fashioned from 
microscopically chopped-up vocals 
(“Build Voice"), warped bass (“Woof 
Woof") and marimba ("Surprise 
Stefani"). He's a master of sweaty 
hyperventilation, butit's his less 
frenzied moments—the techno 
equivalent of circular breathine— 
that keep the party from collapse. 
JONAH WEINER 

DOWNLOAD “Build Voice, “Surprise 


Stefani’ 


PETER DOHERTY 
GRACE/WASTELANDS 
rit 
ASTRALWERKS 
Incorrigible British junkie not reha- 
bilitated enough to rock 

The most addictive hook on bad 

bloke Peter Doherty's solo debut 
goes, "lf you're still alive when 
you're 25"—slick self-mythologizine 
evenif the drug-loving ex-con and 
ex-Libertine turned 30 in March. He's 
apparently sending that one out to 
a girl, anointing her with one of 
those depressive minor-key melodies 
tragic singer-sonewriters always 
favor. He serenades ladies like he 
serenades his poisons: asif he's 
nodding off mumbling lots of wind 
and rain metaphors. He also essays 
some boneyard blues, studies 
German history and slips though 
rabbit holes. Though tabloid 
fans have long imagined hima 
rocker, the closest his polite bum 
comes to tearing loose is when he 
gives his music-hall skiffle a Dixieland 
bounce. If he lasts to make another 
album, we might not see another 
mediocrity enshrined as a martyr. 
CHUCK EDDY 
DOWNLOAD "New Love Grows on Trees," 
“Sweet By and By” 


ELVIS PERKINS IN DEARLAND 
ELVIS PERKINS INOEARLAND 
heki 
XL 
Son of Psycho haunted 
by ex-girlfriends and Pilerimsin 
old-school Americana gem 
% If there's a Purple Heart for New 
York singer-songwriters, pin 
one to Elvis Perkins’ sweater vest, 
His mother perished in the World 
Trade Center attacks of September 
11, 2001—nine years after his father, 
actor Anthony Perkins, died of 
AIDS. Elvis eulogized them both on 
2007's stirring folk-rock diree 
Ash Wednesdoy, and onhis second 
album he's still wrestling with 
ghosts, both his own and his 
country’s. Looking back on the 
Mayflower, the WWII bombing of 
Dresden, lost loves and late friends, 
Perkins freewheels through 
American music traditions—Haight- 
Ashbury folk (“Hey”), New Orleans 
brass ("Doomsday"), junkyard blues 
(“I'll Be Arriving”)—with arrange- 
ments as rich as a pawn-shop 
display. Even his lyrics ("To the devil, 


the chicken spirit flies!") sound like 
time-worn Spirituals. But Perkins’ 
high-warbling, Victrola-era tenor 
makes them classic. The guy's soul 
is as old and weird as the U.S.A. 
MELISSA MAERZ 

DOWNLOAD “Doornsday” “ll Be Arriving” 


HANDSOME FURS 
FACE CONTROL 
kkk 
SUB POP 
Montreal marrieds offer fast jams 
about slowly losing the will to live 
> Dan Boeckner sings like an 
animal in a trap who's too strune 
out ta do anything about it- 
hysterical in one breath, fatalistic 
and numbed out the next, In 
his other band, the beardo posse 
Wolf Parade, Boecknerisa 
doomsayer, decrying the modern 
world and all its urban-sprawiline, 
soul-killing efficiency. In this 
project with his wife, Alexei Perry, 
he sets that doomsaying to rusty 
electronics and scuzzy, storm-cloud 
guitars. Face Control is asmall 
triumph of intoxicating claustro- 
phobia, full of crumbling, poignant 
melodies spurred along by the 
cold, unfeeling whip-crack of acheap 
drum machine. This one’s heavier 
on zippy tempos, clap-alones and 
pretty refrains than the duo's 
2007 debut, Plague Park, but it's still 
evacatively bleak: "! don't know, 
but I've been told! Boeckner 
mourns, “every little thing has been 
bought and sold.” It’s asynth-pop 
pep rally for the damned. 
JONAH WEINER 
DOWNLOAD “Legal lender. “lalking Hote! 
Arbat Blues,” “Radio Kaliningrad” 


KERI HILSON 
INA PERFECT WORLD... 
se ee | 
MMG/ZQHE 4/INTERSCOPE 
Timbaland protégée finally steps 
out on her own, with alittle help 
from Akon, Justin and Weezy 
> This Atlanta girl has been raising 
all kinds of hell on the radio 
with her Lil Wayne duet, “Turnin Me 
On!’ aslow-burning R&B jam 
with electro bleeps from producer 
Polow Da Don. Hilson dishes out 
the disco-duchess commands 
(“Better recognize a real woman!"), 
but there's also something shy in 
her voice, a breathless tremor that 
keeps you hanging on to hear what 
happens next, right up to the 
moment when Weezy surrenders. 
She's been kicking around the 
business a few years—she cowrote 
Britney's "Gimme More"—but she 
still comes across as fresh on her 
long-delayed debut, offering sing- 
sone R&B melancholia (last year's 
hit “Enerey”), fruity Eurodisco 
(“Return the Favor’ featuring 
Timbaland) and some old-school 
love-wars soul (“Mic Check"). And 
she really shines on the goopily 
romantic “Slow Dance’ wherea 
very 1985-soundine drum machine 
is all Hilson needs to turn herself 
into the ultimate prom princess. 
ROB SHEFFIELD 
DOWNLOAD “Turnin Me On, “Slow Dance’ 


DECEMBERISTS: AUTUMN DE WILDE 


HANDSOME FURS: LIAM MALONEY, 


Handsome Furs: 
“Sir, you re going to have 
to buy that mattress.” 


LAMB OF GOD 
WRATH 
bik 
EPIC 
Virginia headbangers are a horn 
short of pure evil 
> After a decade of aggression, 
Lamb of God stand alone atop 
Thrash Mountain: Chris Adler 
sounds like he’s firing ball bearings 
across his drums. Guitars blaze at 
microchip speed. Bass rumbles like 
an irritable bowel and Randy Blythe 
shrieks and erowls like a throat- 
singing Tibetan monk in the midst 
of a seizure. But the playing is too 
intricate; it's exhausting, not incitine. 
The best Pantera-influenced 
moments—a seething breakdown in 
“Contractor” (“Paint their picket- 
fences red with the American 
dream") and syncopated, swageery 
verses in “Broken Hands"—show how 
their demonic Southern grooves build 
even more force when LOG back off 
fram showine off. They're claser to 
turning monstrous dexterity into gut- 
wrenching metal, but for now, the 
oblatory goats and virgins are safe. 
TYLER GRAY 
) 0 “Contractor, “Broken Hands” 
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RYAN LESLIE 

RYAN LESLIE 

kad 

NEXTSELECTION/ UNIVERSAL MOTOWN 

The guy who brought you 

Cassie brings you... himself. 

More Cassie, please! 

, At15, Ryan Leslie enrolled at 
Harvard in government and 

economics; at 19, he was picked to 


deliver the commencement oration; 


after graduation he finagled an 


internship with Sean Combs. In short, 


this son of Salvation Army ministers 
is ago-getter to shame Tracy Flick, 
and his solo debut shows it: These 
dozen R&B sones boast all the verve 
and sex appeal of a business plan. A 
more imaginative singer might 
invigorate the zombie romanticisms 
Leslie delivers over stripped-down, 
synth-splashed beats—"l'll stay by 
your side till the day! die!’ “It's like 
you walked right out my fantasy,” 
“| need you here with me"—but he 
reads these lines like a scared drama 
student auditioning fora toothpaste 
ad. When Fabolous shows up on 
“Addiction” with a string of Kurt 
Cobain and Lindsay Lohan jokes in 
tow, the momentary intrusion of 
wit is downright jarring. 
JOM AH WEINER 

! 1 Diamond Girl” 


PUNKY SCANDINAVIAN LOVES NUDITY AND DAYTIME DRINKING, MEET 
BLENDER'S FAVORITE NEW ACT OF 2009! j i Sive 


ASTONISHING 
me FACT! ORUMMER 
BRANN DAILY OF 
MASTODON IS AN AVID 
COLLECTOR OF LAWN 
GNOMES AND VELVET 
PAINTINGS, INCLUDING 
ONES OF JONBENET 
RAMSEY AND E.T. 


MASTODON 
CRACK THE SKYE 
kek 
WARNER BROS. 
Big-thinkin’ Atlanta heshers 
fantasize about killing the 
czar—they're the best hard rock 
band in America 
& Having assimilated Moby Dick 

and the Elephant Man into 
their musical Bore, Mastodon tell 
the time-honored tale of a 
paraplegic kid who astral-projects 
into a murderous 20th-century 
Russian Khiysty cult, inhabits 
Rasputin's body and battles the 
devil before returning to his earthly 
husk. Thank God they beat the 
Jonas Brothers to this idea. New to 
the mix are rich vocal harmonies, 
Vocoder (more "Mr. Roboto” than 
“Buy U a rank"), organ and 
unprecedented awesomeness. And 
right around the eight-minute mark 
of the album's zenith, “The Last 
Baron, the quartet seamlessly 
seeues from Slayer riffs and Yes-level 
noodling to a straight-up boosie 
breakdown. In clumsier hands, all this 
could come off like a bad episode of 
Novo. Instead, Mastodon presenta 
proe-metal concept that would make 
Stephen Hawking bang his head. 
TYLER GRAY 

40 “The Last Baron,’ “Oblivion,” 

“The Czar” 


ERIN MCCARLEY 

LOVE, SAVE THE EMPTY 

eek 

UNIVERSAL REPUBLIC 

Cute Southern singer follows 21st- 

century success (songs on TV 

shows) with 20th-century artifact 

(a good debut album) 

> Erin McCarley seems like an 
ingénue, but she’s a pretty sharp 

career girl, too. The Nashville 

singer-guitarist sidestepped radio, 

where her kinda-jazzy/kinda- 

country/kinda-flaky stylings might 

not find purchase, by placine sones 

in coveted contexts like Grey's 

Anatomy and He's Just Not That Into 

You. Smart move: Her breathy, 

seductive voice and cosmically put- 

upon vibe fit the pensive moments 


in light romantic drama. The 
29-year-old smolders politely on 
her debut (cowritten with a Music 
City pal), sprinkling orchestral 
decoration (ala Fiona Apple) atop 
knotty torch songs (ala Regina 
Spektor). She sees angels now and 
again, numbers herself among “The 
Empty, follows through a life-is- 
like-The Wizard of Oz metaphora 
little further than necessary and 
hurdles over man-oriented travails 
with pluckish clumsiness. Life 
hands her lemons, she turns them 
into very special episodes. 

70N GOLAN 

aj DAD “Sticky Sweet,” “Pony, It's Ok” 


MSTRKRFT 
FIST OF GOD 
kink 
DIM MAK/ DOWNTOWN 
Partying hosers turn ageressive, 
endorse primal pleasures 
> Though they're based in Toronto, 

MSTRKRFT seem so French, 
theirlivers might taste delicious ona 
baguette. Three years ago, when 
bassist Jesse Keeler teamed up with 
producer Al-P for their debut The 
Looks, the electro duo made Daft 
Punk-inspired disco-house anthems 
with titles like “Paris.” Now, 
following the lead of Parisian punks 
Justice, they're reclaiming dance 
music for headbaneers. Fist delivers 
a gut punch of awesomely distorted 
synths and raw, kicks-and-snares 
percussion. "1000 Cigarettes” plays 
like a classic Atari theme, and 
you could tenderize a steak to the 
title track's bass line. But 
maintaining a fist-pumping pace 
can be exhausting: On “Word Up” 
Ghostface Killah chants, “Fuckin! 
Fuckin"! Fuckin’!” forever. And 
N.0.R.E. sounds nearly catatonic on 
“Bounce! rapping, “All| do/Drink 
my brew" over and over. Maybe this 
album's Canadian yet, eh? 
MELISSA MAERZ 

AD “000 Cigarettes.” “Fist of God” 


NEW FOUND GLORY 

NOT WITHOUT A FIGHT 

ek 

EPITAPH 

Florida pop-punkers still write 

catchy tunes, still think girls are icky 

% New Found Glory possess a work 
ethic as impressive as their 

tattoo collection. For almost a 

decade they've plugged awayon 

the Warped Tour circuit, producing 

consistently decent albums of 

yeomantlike pop punk. Their sixth 

effort, produced by blink-182 dude 

Mark Hoppus, is no exception. 

What has also remained x 





JOM DOLAN 


“Oh My God," “I Like You Sp Much Better When You're Naked" “Queen of the World” 
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unchanged, despite the band 
members’ advancing age, is their 
stultifyine tendency toward lyrics 
about what drags chicks can be. The 
second track here, the spunky “Don't 
Let Her Pull You Down’ is about 
urging a bro to dump a ho, while the 
even catchier "Listen to Your 
Friends" —note: the very next song— 
is about a good bro offering the 
exact Same advice to you. 
Symmetry! Conerats, boys, you've 
made Warped's one millionth girls- 
suck album. 
ANDY GREENWALD 

nay 


NICKEL EYE 

THE TIME OF THE ASSASSINS 

brit 

RYKODISC 

French-fluent NYC rock star mans 

a side project, not to be confused 

with Nickelback or Nickel Creek 

> As the Strokes’ bassist, Nikolai 
Fraiture had the personality 

of a Fruit of the Loom T-shirt. While 

his bandmates fashioned themselves 

as heirs to rock's great punks or 

poets, Fraiture was That Guyinthe 

Backeround of the Band Photo. 

But on his solo debut, he shows 

surprising attitude. With dub-tinged 

folk, harmonica-laden ballads and 

the kind of downtown-rock anthems 

he was weaned on, Fraiture calls 

out his emotionally distant father, 

rants at burnout friends and 

brings his greasy bass burbles toa 

boil with help from Yeah Yeah 

Yeahs guitarist Nick Zinner. His flat 

baritone suggests he's still new at 

this whole “getting angry” thing, but 

the dude's got the damaged part 
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down: On the piano ballad “Where 
the Cold Wind Blows’ he channels 
all the eerie blankness of Pink 
Floyd's psychedelic star child Syd 
Barrett. Hidine in the backeround 
was the secret weapon the Strokes 
always needed: a euy who can write 
a decent slow sone. 
MELISSA MAERZ 

ao "Where the Cold Wind Blows, 
“Brandy of the Damned” 


NOUS NON PLUS 
MENAGERIE 
kieri 
AERONAUT 
On their second album, disguised 
Americans discover their joiede 
vivre, hit on their French teacher 
% This faux-French band is really 
faux: Five-sixths of Nous Non 
Plus are New Yorkers who don't 
even porlez the Francais. Though 
band members hide behind eroan- 
inducing pseudonyms like Céline 
Dijon and Jean-Luc Retard, they 
aren't Spinal Tap with berets. Their 
music evokes ‘605 Parisian cocktail 
pop to construct a comforting, 
sophisticated respite from the 
coarseness of modern life—flutes 
and strings augment acoustic 
guitars as soft and buttery as a 
croissant. Underneath the 
sumptuousness, though, nervous 
romanticism does battle witha 
prankster streak, Retard (known to 
the U.S. government as Dan Crane, 
an occasional Blender contributor) 
anchors the horny disco goof 
“French Teacher” with a Prince- 
worthy falsetto, but “Sunlight 
Yellow Noise” cuts deeper, as 
Retard burrows into a lover's bosom 


and confesses, “Inside your blood, 
I'm floating, warm.” Shallow but 
immensely pleasurable, they sum 
up their mission succinctly: “The 
world is shit/Ourlove is it.” 

TIM GRIERSON 


10 “Sunlight Yellow Noise." 
“Bollinger” 
PETER BJORN AND JOHN 
LIVING THING 
ki 


ALMOST GOLD /STARTIME INTERNATIONAL 
Swedish hipsters, beloved by Kanye 
West and heard on Gossip Girl 
> Peter Morén (guitar), Bjorn 

Yttling (keyboards and bass) and 
John Eriksson (drums), a three- 
sonewriter band from Stockholm, 
are X-ray technicians of pop. Like 
Timbaland with a different sense of 
rhythm and noise, they strip sones 
down to their barest outlines: a beat, 
a vocal and as few instruments as 
they can get away with. They made 
bloggers love whistling with the 
irresistible single “Young Folks" in 
2006, but apparently that was too 
perky for them, Where past PB] 
albums allowed themselves euitar 
chords and memories of 1960s 
Mersey Beat, Living Thing prefers 
the brittle mixes of electro and the 
Gaping spaces of dub reeeae; they've 
moved from cool to frozen. The 
sound matches lyrics about isolation 
and despair, achieving a freeze-dried 
catchiness in the openine sones. But 
by the end of the album, cleverness 
gives way to the bleak and the drab. 
JON PARELES 

"it Dont Move Me, "Living Thing” 


ASTONISHING 

FACT! THE PRODIGY 
SINGER KEITH FLINT 
HAD ABRIEF STINT ASA 
PRO MOTORCYCLE 
RACER IN 1999 UNTIL HE 
SUFFERED A KNEE 
INJURY AFTER LOSING 
CONTROL OF HIS BIKE. 


THE PRODIGY 
INVADERS MUST DIE 
rkt 
TAKE ME TO THE HOSPITAL /CODKING VINYL 
Techno delinquents revisit and 
revamp their breakneck youth 

Best known here as the shock 
©’ troops of the late ‘90s electronica 
revolution that never was, the Prod- 
igy made their bones five years earlier 
as the breakout stars of London's ille- 
gal rave scene. If anyone has the right 
to reboot the manic keyboard riffs 
and overheated breakbeats of the 
era, it's them. Sure, it’s nostalgic, but 
the rave flashbacks punch the right 
note of crazed jubilation: The titular 
refrain on “Take Me to the Hospital” 
epitomizes the trio's dance-till-you- 
burst ethos. There are some 
surprises—a deadpan Kim Deal sam- 
ple on “World's on Fire, a Stax-style 
fanfare on “Stand Up"—but, forano- 
frills thrill junkie like producer Liam 
Howlett, innovation was always more 
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[MIXTAPE] 

From wacko rock to 
mutant rap beats, 
this is Mr. Weezy at 
his nuttiest. 
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Franz Ferdinand 
Tonight 

EPIC 

The Scot loverboys 
get friskier than 

ever on this synthed- 
oul party odyssey. 


Titus Andronicus 
The Airing of 
Grievances 

XL 

Punk tantrum 
machines pump 
no-future angst sky 
high. Jersey rocks! 


ake 
The-Dream 
Love Vs. Money 
OEF JAM 

The guy who 
cowrote “Umbrella” 
and “Single 
Ladies Serves up 
bizarro booty jams. 


of ameans than an end. The Prodi- 
ey's renewed commitment to 
first principles portends a future as 
the techno Ramones. There are 
worse things to be. 
ANDREW O'HARA 

‘Warriors Vance, “Worlds 


onFire’ 


THUNDERHEIST: MAY TRUONG. 


MENDES: JASON LAVERIS/FILMMACIC, 


ROYKSOPP 
JUNIOR 
rere 
ASTRALWERKS 
Scandinavian dance duo sets 
synthesizers to “thaw” 
y The two Norwegians who named 
themselves forthe puffball 
mushrooms they played among as 
kids haven't yet relinquished their 
youthful wonder. It's not just that 
“Happy Up Here” sounds like aerobics 
music forcartoon squirrels. It's the 
dewy freshness with which they 
embrace electronics: The synthesiz- 
ers on “Vision One" drip like melting 
icicles and squeak like rubber on wet 
skin. Joined by a handful of (mostly 
Swedish, all female) vocalists, 
Royksopp have upgraded to full- 
strength pop on their third album. 
Swedish star Robyn makes “The Girl 
and the Robot; a sone about 
romance with an emotionally distant 
android, more than acute joke, 
Anneli Oreckerwarbles like Kate Bush 
on “You Don't Have a Clue’ and the 
Knife's Karin Dreijer adds alittle 
emotional frostbite to the throbbing 
“This Must Be It.” Through it all, the 
machines sound as juicily alive as the 
human beings. 
DORIAN LYNSKEY 
DOWNLOAD "The Girl and the Robot,” “Miss 
It So Much.” “This Must Be It* 


THIS PROVIDENCE 
WHO ARE YOU NOW? 
kk 
FUELED BY RAMEN 
Devout Seattle dudes choose faith 
over fun or frolic 
% This Providence adhere to the 
Church of Christianitemo, an 
established Northwestern religion 
dedicated to the precepts of 
skyscraping pop-punk harmonies, 
worrying jesus/eirl conflations and a 
general lack of humor. The group's 
third album makes their relationship 
priorities pretty clear: On “Letdown; 
warm-voiced frontman Dan Young 
sounds awfully chipper about gettine 
dumped, and “My Beautiful 
Rescue"—the acoustic highlight of 
2006's This Providence-is revisited 
here as achuegine, Bie Country- 


MGMT 
ORACULAR 
SPECTACULAR 
COLUMBIA 
"It's a party waiting to happen, 
no matter where youre 
listening to it. It's a party just 
saying the albums name.” 


—EVA MENDES 


ILOVE 
THIS CO 





esque ode to the big euy upstairs. 
Only the synthy “Squeakine Wheels 
and White Light” surprises—using his 
best falsetto, Youne dismisses lust as 
a ‘chemical reaction” and insists, 
“It's not an option, baby,” while disco 
rhythms behind him suggest 
otherwise. Some advice: passion 
plays tend to work better with actual 
passion behind them, 

ANDY GREENWALD 

DOWNLOAD “Squeaking Wheels and 
White Light” 


THUNDERHEIST 
THUNOERHEIST 
“* 
BIG DADA 
Trendy Canadian he/she duo says 
yes toyay 
% When the economy tanks, VIP 
odes to cocaine and couture can 
sound depressing. But that doesn't 
stop Thunderheist from reliving their 
boom-time dreams. On this debut, 
producer Grahm Zilla churns out chilly 
synth beats while MC Isis flashes the 
Prada bags and diamond grilles she's 
earned through some national hot- 
chick stimulus package. She “hustles 
like a ho” foraridein a Porsche on the 
boom-bap groove “LBG (Little Booty 
Girl)” and urges underage girls to woo 
free drinks out of rich guys on the 
funky disco “Sweet 16." If she's trying 
to skewer empty luxuries, her delivery 
is too disengaged to register as ironic 
or feisty. Even the album's biggest 
heavy-breather, “Jerk It’ feels about 
as erotic as an IKEA instruction 
manual: “Dust it off/And jerk it/jerk 
it/Jerk it” Forsupremely lazy lovers? 
Useful. For everyone else? Creepy. 
MELISSA MAERZ 
DOWNLOAD Jerk It 


WHITE LIES 
TO LOSE MY LIFE 
FICTION/GEFFEN 
et 
Dour Brit youngsters ponder 
raindrops, teardrops 
> On their debut, this trio of fash- 
ionably dour West London lads 
crafts wildly overwrought goth-pop 
weepers with choruses that would 
make excellent Robert Smith High 
School yearbook inscriptions: “Let's 
grow old together/And die at the 
same time’: “Farewell to the fair- 
ground/ These rides aren't working 
anymore’; “He catches raindrops 
from his window/It reminds him 
how we fall.” Diagnosis: blatant 
Interpol! lust (frontman Harry 
McVeieh has a lovely, luxurious bari- 
tone indeed). Prescription: Succumb 
to your inherent cheesiness. Like 
Jason Segel’s Dracula puppet show 
in Forgetting Soroh Marshall, White 
Lies have yet to realize their tragedy 
works much better as comedy; con- 
sider ludicrous closer" The Price of 
Love! inwhich McVeigh's beloved is 
apparently kidnapped and held ran- 
50m for a million dollars: “l won 
$800,000 ona game show/Butit's 
not enough to win her back.” The 
thought of this euy hitting up Vanna 
fora vowel is kind of irresistible. 
ROB HARVILLA 
DOWNLOAD! Place toHide” @ 
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FREE MUSIC! 15 NEW BANOS THAT WILL 
ROCK YOURWORLO AND YOUR MP3 PLAYER 


JUNIOR BOYS "HAZEL 


The whisperiest dudes in synth-pop try out some choppy disco sleaze. 


BENJY FERREE "FEAR" 


Rootsy, rousing hipster soul, courtesy of amustachioed Marylandite. 


THE WHIP "TRASH" 


Grubby Manchester dance maniacs glorify solid waste. 


AIDAN MOFFAT & THE BEST-OFS “THE LAST KISS” 
This bilious Scot named his last band, Arab Strap, after a sex toy. 
Despite the title, this song is not Valentine's Day music. 


CRYSTAL ANTLERS "ANDREW" 


Indie five-piece cranks out ascreamy, ramshackle psych jam. 


SHOL! “TOURNIQUET” 


Spooky guitar explorations from a Bay Area avant-rock trio. 


THE SHANGHAI RESTORATION PRO “DEUX TIGRES” 
Minimalist hip-hop meets old-school Shanghai jazz for ultra-smooth 
boutique-ready beats. 


FOL CHEN “CABLE TV” 
Time Warner! Comcast! Cox Communications! These funked-out L.A. 
hipsters love ‘em all. 


FINLEY QUAYE “FOR MY CHILDREN'S LOVE" 


A tenacious U.K. reggae vet returns with a spliffy ode to all his babies. 


MARCO BENEVENTO “GOLDEN” 

Does the world really need another gloriously out-there jazz cover of a 
My Morning Jacket song? Yes! 

CRYPTACIZE “TAIL AND MANE” 

Oakland oddballs yelp and polyrhythmize about... a horse? 
COCONUT RECORDS "MICROPHONE" 

Actor Jason Schwartzman (Rushmore) fronts his indie-pop side 
project with this sone comparing his lover to a Shure SM5/, 


JASON DAMATO “FLOATING DOWN ARIVER" 
Spark your Phelps pipe and mellow out to this Cali chillsta. 


MIKE RELM “EVERYTIME” 
Careful, girls: Hell hath no fury like this arty hip-hopper scorned! 


THE COATHANGERS “STOP STOMP STOMPIN"™ 
Four punk babes from Atlanta make like four punk babes from 


Manchester in 1981. 


TO DOWNLOAD THE BLENDER MIX—BROUGHT 
TO YOU BY RHAPSODY*—GO TO 





RHAPSODYVEXTRAS.COM/BLENDERAPRIL 


Availability and track number are subject to change without notice and subject to the sole 
discretion of Rhapsody America LLC and Alpha Media. Downloads ant subject to Rhapsody 
standard terms of use. Ofer expires 5/25/09 andis only available for legal residents of the US. 
and Canada, Mo credit card required. IFa user cannot download songs in the manner described, 
Realnetworks shall mot be obligated ta provide any replacement or altemate downloads, Void 
whee tavord, prohibited or nstriched. Rhapsody and the Rhapsody loge are trademarks or 
registered trademarks of Realnetworks, Inc. 


AFTER YOU DOWNLOAD THE BLENDER MIX, VISIT BLENDER.COM/ 
SPECIAL FOR AN EXCLUSIVE ONLINE SUBSCRIPTION OFFER. 


PsesRece* BLENDER #9353) <2 Rhapsody. 
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Eddie Vedder: “If one more person 
throws a bassist at me, show's over! 


PEARL JAM TEN: DELUXE EDITION 
towwew EPIC 


Perfect Ten 


HOW FIVE SEATTLE GRUN GE BEATS CO sith ERED THE WORLD-AND LIVED 


UNHAPPILY EVER AFTER B 


self-sabotage quite like Pearl Jam? In the annals of 
acts that faced giant success early on and decided to 

hightail it in the opposite direction, they're legendary. Their 
downsizing operation began just as their 1991 debut, Jen, 
was on its way to 10 million in sales, and though it didn't 
involve any dystopian concept albums or cross-dressing 
to scare off the frat boys, it was breathtakingly effective. They 
refused to shoot music videos. They boycotted Ticketmas- 
ter. They released No Code. 

It all started so well. In 1990, three Seattle-scene vets looking 
for a singer heard about a surfing gas-station attendant 
in San Diego with a wicked set of pipes. They sent him three 
instrumentals on a cassette, he bellowed all over them, and 
Pearl Jam was born. The band recorded 11 furious tracks and— 
whoosh!—next stop, the cover of Time. But aside from 
buffalo plaid, grunge-era Seattle's biggest export was scowling 
sincerity, and the city’s freshly minted MTV gods had a rough 
time swallowing the indignities of mega-success. Imagine the 
wound Eddie Vedder must have suffered, then, when Kurt 
Cobain—better situated than anyone to sympathize—called 
Pearl Jam bandwagon-hopping corporate sell-outs. 

Cobain eventually made nice, but his early scorn for Pear] 


> HAS ANY BAND EVER launched a campaign of commercial 


Jam does point up some of Jen's most striking contradictions. 
=] 


In The Wrestler, Randy the Ram bemoans the shriveling 
effect “that pussy Cobain” had on good old stadium rock. Ten 
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has something for the Rams and the pussies 
of the world. It’s an exhilarating punk howl 
set to fret-tickling, have-you-met-my-cock? 
riffage. It’s a batch of outsider’s tales coursing 
with beefy swagger, a misfit’s odyssey helmed 
by a wave-chasing stud with killer cheekbones 
and Hercules hair. Pearl Jam's anguish was 
offset by their sex appeal—the throaty, virile 
belting; the Townshend-inspired guitar 
heroism; the strutting grooves. When, on 
the 1992 MTV Unplugged performance 
included here, the brooding Vedder doffs his 
baseball cap and carpets the stage with his 
curls, the female roar is ecstatic. 

But while there's something of the alpha 
male about Vedder, his heroes on Ten area 
strictly beta crowd. The album is full of 
maladjusted wimps beset by corrupt adults, 
from the girl on “Why Go” whose noncon- 
formist streak is stifled by psychiatrists to the 
neglected classroom suicide on “Jeremy” 
to the boy on “Alive” whose mother lies to him 
about his dad's identity, then invites him 
to bed. “Alive” is semi-autobiographical: The 
incest is fiction, but Vedder's stepdad did 
masquerade as his real father for years. This 
early deception put the singer on his lifelong 
mission of defending the little guy, Tens Catcher in the Rye 
vision of kid-saving giving way to Kosovar-refugee benefits 
and songs about abused wives and police brutality. The 
band’s refusal to become massive rock stars stemmed, it seems, 
from Vedder's constitutional refusal to become the enemy. 

There are four versions of this reissue, two worth exploring. 
For asmialler price tag, you get the Unplugged DVD, six 
unreleased bonus tracks and a full-album remix by longtime 
PJ fave Brendan O’Brien. His new take scythes through 
the original, revealing growls and guitars long obscured— 
sometimes it's distracting, but often it lends the songs a 
newtound jolt. There's also a $14.0 edition that adds four vinyl 
LPs, a reproduction of Vedder's old notebook and a 
facsimile of his original demo cassette. It’s a relic and a shrine, 
commemorating a bygone time when music was some- 
thing you caressed, dusted offand (good riddance) rewound. 
Ultimately, Pearl Jam’s plan worked. By the end of the 90s 
they'd purged their fan base of everyone but diehards who 
argue about which bootleg performance of “Corduroy” is 
superior (“6/19/00 in Ljubljana, dude!"). Still, despite their 
best efforts, they could never quite make Ten go away. 

The album birthed many multi-platinum imitators, and, from 
Live to Creed, many of them made some very bad music. 
But that only highlights the virtuoso balance of indignation, 
hear t and bluster that Pearl Jam pulled off here.@ 

‘ Release 


LANCE MERCER 


——————————————— OOo 


UNIVERSAL MUSIC ARCHIVES, 


WE DIG THROUGH THE CRATES, SOYOU DON'T HAVETO 


ATMOSPHERE 
GOD LOVES UGLY 
een 
AHYMESAYERS 
A Midwestern rapper who 
wore his pain the way other 
MCs wear Louis Vuitton 
% In the early ‘00s, Atmosphere 
frontman Slue had an 
outside shot at becoming an emo 
Eminem. Where his indie-rap 
pals went for harsh surrealism, 
the tall, dark Minnesotan 
hungered to connect by hawkine 
scrappy sensitivity. On this 
previously out-of-print, self- 
released 2002 disc—augmented 
here with a tour-doc OVD—he 
manages to come off as vaguely 
studly while rhymine eruffly 
about riding the bus, drinkine 
alone and feeling like a bitch 
forletting his vampire ex- 
girlfriend rule his life. Anxiety is 
the engine of his intensity (“Got a 
strong mind/| got aweak will/ 
I've got bad nerves and | can't 
keep still"), and producer-partner 
Ant’s stark, bluesy beats have 
just enough bounce to keep him 
from spelunkine into his 
belly button. No wonder their 
brightest moment of mainstream 
shine ended up being asloton 
the Warped Tour. 
JON DOLAN 
DOWNLOAD “Breathing, “FF "EK 
You Lucy" 


RAY CHARLES 
GENIUS: THE ULTIMATE 
RAY CHARLES COLLECTION 
kirk 
CONCORD 
Two decades of RGB alchemy 
from alate national treasure 
> Ray Charles was American 
pop's great amalgamator. 
On Atlantic Records in the 1950s, 
he put gospel piano vamps 
behind lusty blues lyrics, then 
stirred up the combo with 
Latin rhythms. Movine to ABL- 
Paramount in the '60s, he 
turned country sones into plush, 
cinematic pop and poured 
brilliant idiosyncrasies into Tin 
Pan Alley standards like "Georgia 
on My Mind.” This anthology 
includes tracks from both labels, 
and while it makes some 
omissions—where's "Baby, It's 
Cold Outside” with Betty Carter 
or “What'd | Say (Part 2)"?-it's 
a solid selection. Whether he 
was singing comedy or cries from 
the heart, Charles used the 
erain in his voice to tuck 
amusement alongside despair 
and melancholy under 
euphoria, Even when his '60s 
productions swaddled him 
in easy-listening strings and 








choirs, his voice leaped out 
with anarchic savvy, He made 
every song soulful. 

JON PARELES 

DOWNLOAD “Drown in My Own Tears,” 
‘Unchain My Heart,’ “Busted” 


BUDDY HOLLY 
MEMORIAL COLLECTION 
We teh GEFFEN/DECCA/UME 
Dead in the “American Pie” plane 
crash of 1959, the early rock icon 
lives onin marketers’ dreams 
S Buddy Holly was one of the 
half dozen or so white 
geniuses the 50s propelled out of 
the American boondocks—in his 
case, Lubbock, Texas. Delicate 
yet explosive, nerdy yet macho, 
channeling Bo Diddley and 
predicting Lennon & McCartney, 
he wrote a phenomenal number 
of excellent songs in the 18 
months between “That'll Be 
the Day” and the death that 
provides the excuse for this three- 
CD reshuffle. Like the career, 
the sones were superbrief: mean 
length, 2:14, Figure all 60 
would fit easily onto two discs, 
then settle for the SO on 2005's 
double-CD Gold. The selling 
point here is 11 “undubbed” early 
and late recordings. Stripped 
of bass and drums, they sound 
more like old-time country 
music and less like, well, Buddy 
Holly, who by the end was 
happily exploring string sections, 
ROBERT CHRISTGAU 
DOWNLOAD "Peggy Sue Got Married,” 
“Oh Boy!" 


ANNIE LENNOX 
THE ANNIE LENNOX 
COLLECTION 
os 
ARISTA 
Sweet dreams aren't made of this 
% At her mid-'80s peak with 
Eurythmics, Annie Lennox 
was a gender-fuck icon who 
spewed white gospel fire over icy 
synth grooves. But when she 
went solo, she traded dominatrix 
authority for heartsick lamenting, 
On this solo best-of, only the 
five fierce contributions from her 
1992 debut, Oiva—where even 
the lightest hit, “Walking on 
Broken Glass’ packed tears into 
twinkling pop-live up. After that, 
globs of slick grown-up pop ooze 
where sleek R&B once stabbed, 
and excessive vocal overdubs 
blunt.a Scottish soul cry already 
compromised by vague odes to 
dead-end love. Anewly recorded 
remake of Ash's U.K, rock anthem 
“Shining Light" should have 
complemented Lennox's intricate 
phrasing, but the overly sweet 
arrangement swallows her high 





Buddy Holly: 
“Now lean witit, 
rock witit...” 


notes just when they should be 
piercing hearts. 

BARRY WALTERS 

DOWNLOAD “Little Bird,” “Why" 


NICK LOWE 
QUIET PLEASE... THE NEW 
BEST OF NICK LOWE 
keke 
YEP ROC 
Career-spanning lessonsin 
cruelty from a belovedly nasty 
British pub rocker 

As new wave's reigning cool 

jerk, Nick Lowe had a cuttine 
couplet for every occasion: “She 
was awinner/That become a 
doggie's dinner," he memorably 
sang in1978's “Marie Provost; 
describing a silent-movie star's 
chewed-upon corpse. But his 
cleverness was a red herring: 
Decades later, what pushes these 
acid ditties into the realm of 
miniature masterpieces are the 
insights that lurk beneath. 
Lowe located the worst in himself 
and others—men are liars; 
women love jerks—then harnessed 
his brutal honesty to jaunty 
reinventions of spitfire rockabilly, 
aw-shucks country and slow- 
dance soul. These 49 tracks are 
near-perfect: From the pointed 
manifesto "Cruel to Be Kind” 
through the emotional masochism 
of 2007's “! Trained Her to Love 
Me’ Lowe tells listeners what they 
don't want to hear, and makes 
them love every minute. 
KAREN SCHOEMER 
DOWNLOAD "The Beast in Me “| Knew 
the Bride |When She Used to Rock 
and Ralll,” “What's Shakin’ on the Hill” 











.R.S. RETURNS 
Founded in 1979 by the 
Police's manager, new-wave 
label |.R.5, Records made 
stars of R.E.M. and the Go- 
Go's before shuttering in 
1996. They just released a 
Slew of out-of-print albums 
and tracks digitally; here, 
three of the best. 


Stands for F 
decibels 
1361 


Southern dudes follow 
their love of pop harmony 
and angular quitars into 
a tense, tight corner. 


From 
Timbuk 4 
1986 


TMi i Greetings 
hoe i 
| 


One-hit wonders ("The 
Future's So Bright, | Gotta 
Wear Shades") who 
cloaked their bitter satires 
in sunny sing-alongs. 


“Checking | 
Outthe 
Checkout Girl" 
1878 


_ Midwestern oddball who 


wore two neckties atonce 


4 andsangsongsiike Yahooo 


Eeeee!" and this odeto 


| supermarketlust, 
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ADVENTURELAND 





Love Rollercoaster 


kee Directed by Greg Mottola Starring Jesse Eisenberg, Kristen Stewart, 
Martin Starr, Bill Hader, Kristen Wiig, Margarita Levieva and Ryan Reynolds 


Tum on your heart light: 
Jesse Eisenberg 
and Kristen Stewart. 


STEP RIGHT UP! SEE AWKWARD ROMANCE BLOOM AT THE AMUSEMENT ce IN ADVENTURELAND, 
DIRECTOR GREG MOTTOLA'S TONED-DOWN FOLLOW-UP TO SUPERBAD & 


isn't aiming to be the last word on ’80s summer 

lovin’ or wasted youth. This semi-autobiographical 
tale from Superbad director Greg Mottola takes place 
squarely in 1987—the girls sport big hair, the rich guys 
drive IROC-Zs with bitchin’ cassette decks, and we 
know someone is hip because he or she likes the Replace- 
ments. But the plight of the film's hero, James (Jesse 
Eisenberg), is the same one that’s afflicted all young 
dudes since time immemorial: His plan to go backpacking 
through Europe over the summer gets deep-sixed due 
to family financial difficulties and he's forced to get a job 
to pay for grad school in the fall. Worse, the only employ- 
ment option left is working the booths at the rundown 
local amusement park. Things perk up, however, once 
James, a do-gooder virgin, attracts the attention of the 
stait’s resident disaffected cool chick, Em (Twilight's 
Kristen Stewart). Will these two realize they're, like, 
totally meant for each other? Will James figure out that 
Em is seeing the park’s married handyman (Ryan 
Reynolds) on the sly and that the flirty hottie Lisa P. 
(Margarita Levieva), who keeps coming on to him, isn't 
worth his time? Will this be the summer that changes 
his life? Do you have to ask? 

It’s not a question of where the movie will end up, 

but how good the gross-out gags will be along the way. 
Lucky for you, Mottola and his young cast know how to 


> AS FAR AS COMING-OF-AGE comedies go, Adventureland 


balance a kinder, less-foulmouthed-Superbad combina- 
tion of poignancy and puke; every time things start 

to get heavy, you can be sure some humiliating sexual 
faux pas or a blow to the crotch will follow. There's 
nothing wrong with that, of course, and thanks to 
Eisenberg and Stewart's heartfelt take on hipster-misfit 
romance, Adventureland makes for a pleasant, if 
predictable, ride. Also, whoever decided to cast SNL’s 
Bill Hader and Kristen Wiig as the clueless married 
couple that manages the park should be given a lifetime 
pass to Six Flags. We eagerly await their spin-off. 

The Reagan era was a pretty memorable time for Mike 
Tyson, as well. By the middle of the 80s, the powerful 
boxer had earned himself the heavyweight champion- 
ship belt and a fearsome reputation for knocking his 
opponents out cold. Then, as TYSON (#*#*) reminds us, 
everything went straight to hell. James Toback’s 
revealing documentary on the self-destructive athlete 
consists mainly of vintage fight footage and new 
interviews with Iron Mike reflecting on how he threw it 
all away. But this penetrating look at the battered 
fighter manages to do what many thought was impos- 
sible: It restores a sense of dignity and humanity to 
someone who'd been written off as bat-shit crazy. When 
Tyson's face fills the screen one last time—weary, 
yet showing something resembling a sense of peace—you 
almost feel like you know the man behind the fists. @ 


ILLUSTRATION BY AUGUST HEFFNER 


AOVENTURELAND: ABBOT GENSER MIRAMAX FILMS. 


STATE OF PLAY: GLEN WILSON; OBSESSED: SUZANNE TENNER; 17 AGAIN: CHUCK ZLOTNICK; 50 CENT; MARCEL THOMAS/FILMMACIC 


We haven't seen 
‘em yet... and 
we're noteven sure 
we wantto 







































THE 
EXCITED 


STATE OF PLAY 
A reporter (Russell 
Crowe} stumbles upon 
a conspiracy involving 
a dead mistress, 
blackmail and 
Ben Affleck. 


OBSESSED 
Ali Larter is fatally 
attracted to 
Beyonce's screen 
husband. 
Time to get Sasha 
Fierce on herass! 


“The Wrestler, 

with my boy Mickey 
Rourke, was tops. It really 

captured the driveto 

entertain and whatit's like to 
be at the top of your game 
and then getused up. Itis 
real and gritty and sad.” 
—50 Cent 


LAST GOOD 
MOVIE 
YOU SAW? 


Scenes From a Mall 

ZOMBIES! KILLBOTS! EMBARRASSING ‘80S FASHION! JODY HILL, DIRECTOR OF THE 

NEW, BLART-FREE MALL-COP COMEDY OBSERVE AND REPORT, REVEALS HIS PICKS FOR THE 
BEST SHOPPING CENTER MOMENTSIN CINEMA HISTORY BY MARK YARM 

ILLUSTRATION BY JAMESON SIMPSON 


Observe and Report Dawn of the Dead 
(OUT APRIL 10) (1978) 

“There's a montage where the mall cops “A motorcycle gang 
Ronnie (Seth Rogen) and Dennis invades the mall, 


(Michael Pefia) do things like beat up 
skaters, snort lines, take pictures of 
girls in the changing room. It shows the 
dark side of mall life. It's not fun for 
the whole family.” 


letting the zombies 

in. Then the bikers 
smash the place. | really 
hate malls—being 
shoulder-to-shoulder 
with all those 

people just freaks me 
out—so the destruction 
is kind of cool.” 
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The Blues Brothers 
(1980) 


“The Blues Brothers steal a cop car, police are 
chasing them through the mall, and they're just 
making off-hand comments, like, ‘Oh, baby 
clothes.’ It’s obliteration of a mall on such an epic 
scale, nothing has matched it since.” 


Chopping Mall 
(1986 


“It's a horror movie 
where security robots 
go crazy and start 
killing these teenagers 
who've broken into 

the mall to party. 
There's a great shot 

of this girl’s head 
exploding after a robot 
shoots her witha 

laser. | legitimately love 
this movie.” 





Weird Science 
(1985) 


“Watch for the ridiculous '80s outfit Robert 
Downey Jr.is wearing when he passes Kelly 
LeBrock on the escalator—shorts and boots and 
a sport coat. He looks like Robert Smith 
from the Cure, if Robert Smith played golf.” 





ARCADE FIRE FOUNTAINS OF WAYNE CADILLAC RECORDS 


MIROIR NOIR NO BETTER PLACE- (SONY PICTURES HOME ENTERTAINMENT] 
(MIROIR-NOIR.COM} LIVE IN CHICAGO kk 
kkk (SHOUT! FACTORY) Chess was the label that paid 


Concert films bore Arcade Fire 
frontman Win Butler. So Miroir Noir 
features only snippets of shows 
from the bombastic Canadian 
troupe's 2007 Neon Bible tour. The 
restis an arty, compelling mash-up 
of behind-the-scenes footage, 
fake infomercials, fan voice-overs 
and impromptu performances in 
elevators. A limited-edition version 
of the OVO offers material for 

more linear thinkers, including the 
band’s stellar SNL appearance 

and a BBC session. Jeff Jackson 


kkk 

Fountains of Wayne's first concert 
OVO features a career-spanning 
set of the New York-based 
foursome’s well-crafted pop, 
including their MILF anthem 
“Stacy's Mom." Filmed in 2005, 
the group's polished performance 
inspires polite audience clap- 
alongs, but overall, the show feels 
oddly reserved and mechanical. 
An included acoustic mini-set 
recorded away from the crowds 
has more spark and grit. J.J. 


its artists with Cadillacs, rather 
than royalties, and helped 

birth rock & rollin the ‘50s. Writer- 
director Darnell Martin's 

version of the Chess story tends 
toward the heavy-handed 

(could the ending be any sappier?] 
and takes major historical liberties 
(cofounding sib Phil Chess is 
excised entirely). Fortunately, we 
get fantastic performances 

from Jeffrey Wright, as Muddy 
Waters, and Beyoncé, as Etta 
James. Jon Coplon 
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GRANOTHEFT AUTO IV: THELDST AND OAMNED 


ROCKSTAR GAMES; XBOX 360 
reer 


GRAND THEFT AUTO: CHINATOWN WARS 
ROCKSTAR GAMES; NINTENDO OS 


eri 


AEROSMITH WERE THE first to get the 
Guitor Hero treatment, but metal 
gods Metallica's version is a marked 
improvement. The graphics are 
sharper (and more menacing) and 
the bonus features are richer 
(archival video clips, Pop-Up Video- 
style factoids). And then, there are 
more than 25 years of killer Metallica 
songs (hits and fan faves), plus 
headbaneer classics that influenced 
the band, by the lilies of Thin Lizzy 
and Motorhead. For the ultimate in 
hard-rocking verisimilitude, buy 

a second drum pedal to pull off Lars 
Ulrich’s famed double-bass attack. 


THE GRANODADDY OF al! of horror 
games picks up and moves 

from its usual locale, the gloomy 
fictional Midwest metropolis 

of Raccoon City, to sun-drenched 
Africa. This time around, 
super-agent Chris Redfield gets 
a hot sidekick named 

Sheva, and there's a welcome 

new cooperative mode that lets an 
online pal play her part. While 
this sequel's zombies are lacking in 
diversity and aren't particularly 
bright, we never thought a 

game set in broad daylight could 
be 50 damn scary. 


BLENDER 
APPROVED 


GAMES FROM 1 
PAST MONTHS 
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Viva Liberty City! 


THE GTA /V CRIME WAVE CONTINUES WITH A BIKER-GANG ADVENTURE AND A HANDHELD SPIN-OFF BY LIBE GOAD 


™" i“ GRAND THEFT AUTO IV earned a stunning 

“Ant that's forgpposifg Uatter-gas: » $310 million on its opening day alone. 

mileage Standards, Detroit! : ; a: 

| YY When you're doing that kind of box office, you don’t 
wait the three or four years it will take to construct 
a full-fledged sequel. Instead, the game's creators 
are releasing a series of add-ons and spin-offs, 
starting with The Lost and Damned, a downloadable 
GTAIV adventure for the Xbox 360, and the entirely 
new Chinatown Wors for the handheld Nintendo DS. 

The Lost and Qomned returns you to the familiar 
streets of New York stand-in Liberty City. But this 
time the stars aren't Eastern European eanesters 
Niko and Roman Bellic, but leather-clad Jewish- 
American biker johnny Klebitz and his bros inthe 
Lost motorcycle gang. The add-on plays like the 
original carjacking-and-killing sensation, with same 
small improvements—there are some sweet new 
weapons (including a sawed-off automatic shoteun), 
and the game's sharp-looking motorcycles handle 
much better than the crash-prone bikes in the 
original. This edition is by no means revolutionary, 
but we'll take any excuse to wreak motorized 
havoc on Liberty City. 

For urban mayhem on the go, there's Chinatown 
Wors, the rare M-rated entry to the mostly kid- 
friendly Nintendo DS library. Also set in Liberty City, 
this spin-off doesn't hold back—there's no lack of 
blood and cussing—though the OS's limited graphics 
capabilities mean the game has an oddly cheerful 
cartoon vibe to it. The best part: As head gangster 
Huang Lee, you can earn extra cash between 
missions by selling drugs in an updated version of 
the handheld classic Dope Wars. 


THE CARTOON GRAPHICS may give 
itan air of whimsy, but this 
multi-player online version of 
capture the flag (available 

via the PlayStation Store) involves 
a surprising amount of 
bloodshed. Also, the game's 
premise is sure to give the 
National Organization for Women 
pause: The “flag” in this game 

is a princess with a penchant for 
cake—feed her too much, and 

the now-plump royal becomes 
harder for the opposing side 

to steal, providing your team with 
a Strategic advantage. 


GUITAR HERO: METALLICA 
ACTIVISION; XBOX 360, P53, PSe2, Wil 


FAT PRINCESS 
SCEA; P53 


WILL ARNETT AND Neil Patrick 
Harris lend their comic chops to a 
cheelcy third-person shooter 

that parodies everything about 
video games (the titular hero 

is a washed-up game star attempting 
his big comeback), For the most 
part, Eat Leoo plays like a standard 
shooter, though the mechanics are 

in need of somerefinement; aiming 
can be tricky, and sometimes 
enemies stand around just waiting 
for you to Icill them. Still, the fast- 
flying one-liners are priceless—that 
is, if you're a huge enough video- 
game dork to get them. 


EAT LEAD: THE RETURN OF 


MATT HAZARD 
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RESIDENT EVILS 
03; XBOX 360; P53 


rit 


Halo Wars 1. 
MICROSOFT: XBOX 360 : : 
a 
F 


Puzzle Quest: Galactrix 


03; XBO0% 360, PS3, NINTENDO 05, PC 





Master Chief is a no-show, but that 
shouldn't stop you from checking out 
this compelling strategy game. 


The original Gejeweled-meets-060 hit gets 
a sci-fi makeover. Addictive personalities, 
prepare to alienate friends and family (again) 








— Thrash Talk 


SINGER JAMES HETFIELD AND DRUMMER LARS ULRICH 
DISCUSS THEIR FAVORITE GUITAR HERO: METALLICA TRACKS— 
AND THOSE EXTRA-SNUG MOTION-CAPTURE SUITS 
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“Halla, virtual Cleveland!” 


JAMES LARS 
HETFIELD ULRICH 





SS 


Battery’ is about Metal Mondays 
we used to play at the Old Waldorf 
club on Battery Street in San 
Franciscoin the early 80s. It’s about 
the little gang of us, bands like 
Exodus, trying to carve ourown 
niche with the music that we loved.” 


“Hit the Lights’ reminds me of the 
Norwalk, California, garage where 
we drank Schnapps and cheap beer 
and wrote our early sones. Years 
later, the house was unceremoni- 
ously demolished to make way for 
the fuckin’ 110 freeway.” 


NON-METALLICA HIGHLIGHTS 





“Ace of Spades’ is the quintessen- 
tial Motdarhead sone. It makes us 
move, man. We've never covered it 
live, but we've done ‘Overkill’ and 
about six other Motorhead songs. 
And [Motérhead frontman] 
Lermmy’s done a couple of ours.” 


“When we did gigs at the start, 
we were playing other people's 
material, like Diamond Head's 
‘Am | Evil?’ We didn't say they were 
oursongs, we didn't say they 
were somebody else's songs—we 
just shut the fuck up and played!” 


WAIT, NO “FREE BIRD?” 





“When people yell out ‘Free Bird!’ 
at a Metallica concert, they 

eet escorted out of the building. 
Actually, none of us has any hearing 
left, sowe can’t tell when people 
yell that shit. We just smile at them 


pee 


and yell back, ‘Yeah! Fuck, yeah! 


“We did include Lynyrd Skynyrd's 
‘Tuesday's Gone’—which we've 
covered live-in the game. But 
‘Free Bird’ you're not supposed to 
cover. It’s illegal, actually. You 
don't cover ‘Stairway to Heaven, 
and you don’t cover ‘Free Bird." 








BEHIND THE MUSIC 


"| tried to direct my son when 

he was playing Guitar Hero once. 
He's 8, and it hurthim. My son's 
competitive and a bit sensitive. 
It's like if your dad's a surgeon and 
you're trying to fix a frog in front 
of him and you can't. It's tough.” 


“The motion-capture suit was 
spandex and fuckin’ seven sizes 
too small-it really emphasizes 

all that extra fuckin’ dessert you 
shouldn't have had. And the 
reflective balls on the suit make you 
look like a fuckin’ Christmas tree!” 





GIZMO 
ALERT! 


Some of our 
favorites from this 
years Consumer 
Electronics Show. 
Pardon the drool 
By Libe Goad 





LOOK OUT, 
iPHONE! 


es 





HUMONGOUS 
HARO DRIVE! 





MULTIMEDIA 
ON-THE-GO! 


MADE FROM 
SEAWEED!? 


i 





PALM PRE 

This slick multimedia 
smart ohone boasts 
a touch screen, 

£ 


full-ODWERTY slide- 
out Keyboard and wire 
jess Amazon 
MP3-store downloads. 
The touch screen 

if statiaes is decidedly 
Apol E- ike, but 

the Pre outdoes the 
iPhone on a few fronts, 
most note ly i ts 
ability to use MMS 
imu timedi ia messag- 
ing]. Available first half 
of 20 ag fram Sprint: 
price 180. 


LINKSYS BY CISCO 
MEDIA HUB 
Got your favorite water- 
skiing-squirrel videos 
on this computer, you 
EXTENSIVE Kr auUITOc 
collection on that 
laptop and your foot- 
fetish photos onan 
old hard drive in the 
closet? This media 
server stores all that 
weird-ass Be [between 
500 GB and 1 terabyte] 
in one stax and jets 
yOu remotely access it 
from anywhere in the 
world via the Internet, 
5259 to $425. 


IRIVER P7 PERSONAL 
MEDIA PLAYER 

The roomy 4.3-inch 
touch screen, combined 
with an orderly, Web- 
page-like onscreen 
layout, makes it easy to 
ACCESS music, photos, 
video, text documents, 
EM radio and the built-in 
voice recorder. Comes 
with up to 16 GB of 
internal storage [plus 

it accepts microsuU 
memory cards], a dock 
with Built-in speakers 
and a second battery 
Available later in 2004; 
price TBD 


SAMSUNG'S 
HT-807200 2.1- 
CHANNEL BLU-RAY 
HOME THEATER 
Why should your fancy 
new Blu-ray player look 
like a boxy old VHS? This 
svelte system comes 
with two tower speakers, 
plus a subwoofer; all 
three speakers’ cones 
are made partly from 
Kelp, so theyre, um, 
green. Added bonuses: 
aniPod dock and 

the ability to stream 
content from Nettlix ana 
Pandora. Available first 
half af 2009; price TRU. 
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Send music wirelessly from your iPod to any audio system 7 ( a 2); Te Y, AA 
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ale Enhancement P 


Advertisement 


Is ita Hoax or Do They Really Work? 


Dr. Daniel Stein, M.D. 


I wish I had a dollar for every patient or person 
that asked me over the last few years about 
increasing the size of “that certain part of the male 
body.” The preoccupation with size that men have 
is a mystery to most women. The fact Is it ts 
completely normal for most men to want to be 
larger. It doesn't matter if they are smaller than 
average, average, or larger than average. It's even 
been my experience that guys that are almost too 
big, so big in fact that many women wont go near 
them with a ten foot pole (sorry about that) still 
want to be larger! 

I was so intrigued by this fact that I started to do 
research about the "so called" male enhancement 
pills that came on the market several years ago. 
The concept that a simple pill could noticeably 
increase the size of a man’s organ seemed 
plausible, but I wanted to know more. I had done 
much research over the years about certain 
sexually enhancing compounds available, so | 
believed the concept was sound that a pill could be 
made to make a man larger. 

My first task was to look at some of the ads I had 
seen in magazines for male enhancement. There 
were some amazing claims by many of these 
makers. My personal favorite was a cream that 
claimed to make men instantly larger. I had to 
laugh out loud when I read what it said. The ad 
read, “apply cream, rub vigorously, increase your 
size.” | thought for a minute and then decided you 
could put virtually anything on a man, including 
guacamole, and if he rubbed vigorously it would 
increase his size. Then there was an ad for a pill, 
that if taken daily, would increase the length of a 
man by 3 to 4 inches in just a few short days (sorry 
about the “short” comment), 

I'm sorry, but after all those years of medical 
school, I know enough about anatomy to know that 
a guy who is 5 inches in length isn't going to add 3 
to 4 inches to his little friend unless he buys a rope, 
gets a large brick, finds a bridge and...well, you get 
the picture. At about this time I was beginning to 
think that perhaps these makers hadn't found the 
magic mixture of compounds | had hoped they 
might have. 

As the founder of both the Stein Medical Institute 
and the Foundation for Intimacy, I have spent most 
of my adult life trying to improve men and 





women's sexual health. I pride myself on being the 
best medical doctor I can be and my reputation ts 
important to me. So, when out of the clear blue sky, 
I got a call from the makers of Extenze, the leader 
in male enhancement, wanting me to be in one of 
their TV commercials, | thought, “Boy, did they 
pick the wrong guy!” 

Little did they know that I had done real research 
into this concept and had recently looked at some 
of these male enhancement products. But the 
makers of Extenze seemed to be genuinely 


convinced that their product really worked, and they 
claim to have sold over 100 million capsules to men 
all over the world. “Over 100 million capsules taken 
by men.” With that single declaration, they had my 
interest. Either Extenze really worked or these guys 
were the world’s greatest snake oil salesmen. So | 
requested that they send me Extenze formula so | 
could review it, then we would talk. 





| then visited the Extenze.com web site, where | 
found a page that showed the top twelve adult film 
stars, all holding Extenze and endorsing it. I thought 
to myself, “Is it possible Extenze actually works?” 

The next day I received the proprietary Extenze 
formula and there it was, virtually all of the 
ingredients that I hoped would be in a male 
enhancement product, 19 pharmaceutical grade 
nutraceuticals. There was Yohimbe (which used to be 
available by prescription only,) L-Arginine, 
Maca...all of it was there. 


iis... 





I contacted the makers of Extenze the very next 
day and asked them what they needed me for. They 
explained that they had a desire to have a medical 
doctor in their T.V. commercials to talk about the 
effectiveness of the ingredients in Extenze. At that 
moment an idea sprang into my head. I told them if 
they would let me improve the formula of Extenze, 
I would do the commercial for free! 

Before I knew it I was working with their 





chemists at the manufacturing plant where we 
added the most revolutionary thing to the formula 
of Extenze. We added DHEA, also known as the 
"mother of all hormones.” DHEA is the most 
important human prohormone and is_ the 
prohormone that converts into testosterone in men. 
DHEA levels decrease with the aging. Production 
peaks in a man’s early 20's, and declines about 
10% every 10 years. Low levels of testosterone 
can lead to low sex drive and a smaller sex organ. 

After a few more weeks of tweaking the formula 
of Extenze, we were done. The new Extenze 
formula has been selling even better then the old 
formula, with over 75% of sales to repeat 
customers. Extenze has been on the market for 7 
years and has sold almost a quarter of a billion 
capsules to men all over the world. It doesn't 
matter if you're 18 or 80 years old. In my opinion 
Extenze can make you larger, harder and increase 
both your intensity and pleasure and it is as simple 
as taking a single tablet daily. Extenze is so sure it 
would work for anyone that they're sending out a 
free one-week supply of Extenze for nothing more 
then the cost of a postage stamp. You can contact 
them directly at 800-844-3938. I recommend any 
man healthy enough to engage in sexual activity 
should try Extenze. You have nothing to lose but a 
lot to gain. Ww 


A Pill That Can Increase Your Size!* 


Just pay for the postage stamp. 


www.ExtenZeBlender.com 


Also Available at: 


"These statements have not been evaluated by the Food and Drug Administration. ExtenZe is 


not intended to diagnose, treat, cure, or prevent any disease. 
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|| yourwallasakid? 
mi not gonnatie to you: Shaun 
“Cassidy, I'd pution Bonne Bell 
‘“/ lipstick and practice kissing his 
picture until there was this big 
hole where his mouth was. 
What kind of drunk are you? 
Not avery cood one. [Whispers] 
I'm kind of a puker. 
Tell us your best puking story. 
Na! 
Second best? 
OK. | was on mywaytoajob 
waiting tables in Chicago at, 
like, 6 4.M., really hung over. | 
was leaning my head against 
the subway door because 
the elass was cold and it felt 
good on my forehead. When 
the doors opened, | puked 


THESNL ALUM on the platform. Then the 
AND PARKS  oors.closed and we sped off. 
AND RECREATION  'fyoucould change your body 
STAR WANTS  inanyway, what would it be? 
TOGROWATAIL,  'dwantavestigial tail. I'd just 
LIKES TRENDY  showitto people and be 
SEX AND ADMITS  realcocky. I'd design a whole 
SHE'S "KINDOF clothing line around it: “Tail 
APUKER. WHICH  Jeans-the jeans that show off 
COMPELSUS — yourtail, yo!” 
TOASK(FROMA What personal habit do you 
have that annoys people? 


SAFE DISTANCE)... 


oe 
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Being right all the time. | 
don't mean to, but when 
someone is wrong | make 
this buzzer noise—boaao! 
And then! point at them, 
just so they know. 

What's your favorite curse 
word? 

In high school, my husband 
and his friends used to say 
nerds instead of shit, Like, Ah, 
nerds, | forgot the keys. 

What would your exes say 
about you? 

Once you eo black, you never 
go back. 

How would you characterize 
your taste in sex? 

Ew, that’s so gross! Like, which 
way does my vesticial tail 
swing? 

No, like, what are you into? 
Whatever's hot right now. lm 
very trendy. Whatever kind of 
sex the kids are uploading to 
Facebook on their space 
watcnes, that’s what | like. 
Lightning Round! 

What's the funniest word in 
the English language? 
Slacks. 

Funniest food? 

Leg oflamb. 

Letter of the alphabet? 

Oh, gosh. R? 

Booaoo! The right answer is Kt. 
Nerds! 

Lastly, when you die, what 
willitsayon your grave? 
“Think outside the bun.” @ 
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PROP STYLING: TODD FIELSTED: WARDROBE STYLING: CLARE MUKHERJEE; HAIR: MARA AOSZAK FOR MAGNET LA; MAKEUP: KAVYLEEN MCAQAHMS FOR THE WALL GROUA 
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S50 means $50.. : ip 
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$50 Monthly Unlimited Plan: Includes domestic voice calling, walkie-talkie services, web, text messages, pictére and MMS/Audio messages. 
International services incur additional charges. Text to 3rd parties to participate in promotions or other may result in add'l charges. Other terms: 
Unlimited services only available on the Nextel National Network. Coverage not available everywhere. Network reaches over 274 million people. 
Offers not available in all markets/retail locations or for all phones and are subject to change at any time. Other restrictions apply. Visit 
boostmobile.com for details. ©2009 Boost Worldwide, Inc. All rights reserved. Boost, Boost Mobile and the Logo are trademarks of Boost. #° 
MOTOROLA and the Stylized M are registered trademarks of Motorola, Inc. 2 
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NO MATTER WHAT GOES DOWN, ~ ie 
AXE WILL FIX YOU UP. 


| 
The mood transformation line. = 
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